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PREFACE. 


y^S the Ouafion of this Poem was real, not 
•^^ fi6titiou&i fo the method purfued in it^ was 
rather impofed, by, what fpontaneoujfy arofe in 
the author's mind^ on that occafion^ than medi- 
tated, or defignedr Which will appear very 
probable from the nature of it. For it differs from 
the common mode of Poetry^ which is from long 
narrations to draw Jhort morals. Here^ on the 
contrary^ the narrative is fbort^ and the morality 
arijingfrom it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reafon of it iSy That the faffs mentioned did na- 
turally pour thefe moral reflexions on the thought 
if the writer. 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

N I G H T the F I R S T. 

O N 

Life, Death, and Immortality. 

$ 

To the Right Honourable 

Arthur Onslow, Efq-; 

Speakeh of the House of Commons. 


TIR'D Nature's fweet Reflorer, balmy Sleep t 
He, like the World, his ready Vifit pays 
Where Fortune fmiles ; the Wretched he forfakes : 
Swift on his downy Pinions flies from Woe, 
And lights on Lids unfuily'd with a Tear. 

From fhort (as ufual) and difturb'd Repofe, 
1 wake : How happy they, who wake no more ( 
Yet that were vain, if Dreams infefV the Grave. 
I wake, emerging from a ^ea of Dreams 
Tamultuotts ; where my wrecked defpondifig Thought, 
From Wave to Wave oi fanffd Mifefy, 
At Random drove, her Helm of Reafon loft z 
Tho' vtQv reftor'd, 'tis only Change of Pain, 
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2 STif^ Complaint. Night i. 

(A bitter Change !) fcverer for fevere. ^ 

The Day too (hort for my Diflrefs ; and Nighty ' 

Ev'n in the Zenith of her dark Domain, * 
Is Sunfhlne, to the Colour of my Fate. 

Night 9 fable Goddefs ! from her Ehon Throne, 
In raylefs MajeHy, now ftretches forth 
Her leaden Sceptre o'er a flumb'ring World, 
Silence, how dead ! and Darknefs, how profound ! 
Nor Eye, nor lifl'ning Ear, an Obje£l finds ; , 

Creation fleepj. -'Tis as the gcn'ral Pulfe 
Of Life flood flill, and Nature made a Paufe ; 
An awful Paafe ! prophetic of her End. 
And let her Prophecy be foon fulfilled : - ^ 
Fmti ! drop the Curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence and Darknefs ! folemn Sifters ! Twins | 

From antient Night , who nurfe the tender Thought 
To Rea/ony and on Req/on build Re/oI<ue9 
(That Column of true Majefty in Man) 
Aflifl me : I will thank you in the Grave ; j 

I'he Grave, your Kingdom : There this Frame ihall fall ^ 
A Viftim facred to your dreary Shrine. i 

But what are Ye ?— 

THOU, who didfl put to Flight 
Primaeval Silence^ when the Morning Stars, 
ExuUing, fhouted o'er the rifing Ball ; 
O T H D U, whofe Word from folid Darknefs fir uck 
That Spark, the Sun, ilrike Wifdom from my Soul ; - 
My Soul, wliich flies to TOee, her Trufl, her Treafure, 
As MifenB to jtheir Gold, while others xe^. 

Thro* j^his Opaque of Nature f and of Soul, 
This double Nighty tranfinit one pitying Ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 
(A Min^^that fain woold wander from its Woe) 
Lead it thro' vf xjious Scenes of Ijife and Death ; 
Attd from each Scent^ the noblcfl Truths infjpire. 
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On Zife^ Deaths and Imamtnlily. 3 

Nor lefs iafpire my C9ndu8y than my Swg ; 
Teach my beft Reafon» Reafon ; my beft Will 
Teach Reditude ; and fix my fintk Refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear :* 
Nor let the Phial of thy Vengeance, poor'd 
On this devoted Head, be poar'd in vain. 

The Bell ilrikes One* We take no Note of Tiae> 
But frocH its Lofs. To give it then a Tongne, 
Is wife in Man, As if an Angel fpoke, 
' I feel the folemn Sonnd. - If heard aright> 
It is the Kmllof my departed Hotin.^ 
Where are they ? With the Year^ beyond the Flood* 
It is the Eignai thsx demands DUpatch : 
How mnch is to b^ done ? My Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd» and o'er Life's narrow Verge 
Look down — On what ? A fathomlefs Abyfi ; 
A dread Eternity ! how furely mim ! 
And can Eternity belong to me. 
Poor Peniioner on the Bounties (^ an Hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abje£l» how augttft# 
How complicate, how wonderful, is \:\zsi \ 
How paffing Wonder H E, who made him fuch ! 
Who centred in our Make fuch ftrange Extremes I 
From different Natures marveloufly mixt. 
Connexion exquiiite of diflant Worlds ! 
Diftinguiiht Link in Being's endless Chain ! 
Midway from Nothing tQ the Deiijf / 
A Beam ethereal,' fally'd, and abforpt ! 
Tho» fully'd, and diihonour'd, ftill Divine ! 
Dim Miniature of Greatnef^ abfolute ! 
An Heir of Glory I A frail Child of Duft ! 
Htlplefs Immortal ! Jnfed infinite ! 

A Worm ! a God ! 1 tremble at my felf. 

And iu myfelf am loft I At home, a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, furpriz'd, aghall, 
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And won^'ring at her own ; ' Hfow'Reafbn reels I 
P what a Miracle to Main is Man, 
Tritimphantly diftrefs'd ! what Joy, what Dread ! 
Alternately Tranfported, and Alarm'd I 
What can prefcrve my Life ? or what deftroy ? 
An Angel's Arm can't fnatch me from the Grave ; 
Legions of Angels can't confine me there. 

'Tis paft Conje£liire ; all things rife In Proof: 
While o'er my Limbs Sleeps s foft Dominion fpread. 
What tho* my .Soul phantaftic Meafhres trod 
O'er fairy Fields ; -or mouf n'd along the Gloom 
Of pathlefs Woods j or down the craggy Steep 
Harl'd headlong, fwam with Pain the mantled Pool ; 
Or fcal'd the CliiF; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With aatk Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceafelefs Flight, tho' devious, fpeaks her Nature 
Of fubtler EfTence than the trodden Clod ; 
AdUve, aercal, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her grofs Companion's Fall. 
Ev'n filent Night proclaitfis my Soul immcrtal: 
Ev'n filent Night proclaims eternal Day. 
For human Weal, Heav'n hufbands all Events : 
Dull ^leep inftruds, nor fport vain Dreams in vaia. 

Why then their Lofs deplore, that are not loft i 
Why wanders wretched Thought their Tombs around,. 
In infidel Diftrefs ? Are Jngels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in Duft, Ethereal Fire I 

They live J they greatly live a Life on Earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv*d ; and from ah Eye 
Of Tendcrnefs, let heav'nlyPity fall 
On me, more juftly number'd with the Dead, 
This is the Defart, this the Solitude : 
How populous ! how vital, is the Grave ! ' 
This is. Creation's melancholy Vault, . 
The Vale funereal, the fad Cjpre/s Gloom ; 
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The Land of ApparitioitSy empty Shades ! 
All, all on Earth is Sbadcnu^ all beyond 
Is Siihftance : the Rcverfe is Folly ^s Cnedr 
How folid all, where Change fliall be no more I 

This is the.Bnd of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The Twilight o^ our Day, the Veflibule j 
Lifers Theatre as yet is fhut, and Deaths 
Strong Death, alone can heave the maiTy Ba% 
This grofs Impediment of Clay remove. 
And make us Emhrtos of Exigence free«. 
From rr/i/Ltfe, bat little more remote 
Is He^ not yet a Candidate for Light, 
ThA future Embryo, ilumb'ring in his Sire.- 
Embryos we muft be^ till we burfl the SheUy 
Yon amlnent a^ure. Shell, and fpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods, O Tranfport ! . and of Man. 

Yet Man,^fdoI Man ! ken buries all his Thoughts ;; 
Interrs celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Pris'ner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Hsre pinions aH his Wiihes : wing'd by Utav'a 
To fly at Infinite ; and iseach it there. 
Where Seraphs gather ^njcnoitality, 
On Life*i fair Tree, fall by the Throne of God. 
What goldoff Joys ambrofial cluft'ring glow. 
In HIS full Beam:, and ripen far the J ull. 
Where momentary Ages are nomore ! 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death, expire £ 
And is it in fli»J!Ug]^of threefcore Years, 
To puih Eternity frx>m humaiKChQuglit, 
And fmbther Souls immortal in the Duft I 
A Soul immortal, fpending all her Fires, 
Wafting her Strength in ftrenuous Idlcnefs,. 
Thrown into Tumult, raptured, oralarm'd, 
At aught this Scene can threaten,, or indulge, 
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Refembles Oaan into Tempeft wrought. 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 

Where falls this Cenfure ? It o'erwhelms myfelf^ 
How was. say Heart incralled by the World ! 
O how felf-fetter'd was my groveling Soul ! 
H0W9 like a Worm, was I wrapt round and roand 
In filken Thought, which reptile Jov^^ fpan. 
Till dark^'d Rea/bm lay quite clouded o^er 
With foft Conceit of endlefs Comfor^rre, 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the Skies I 

Night-viiions may befriend (as fung above) -t 
Our ivaJksng Dreams are fatal* How I dreamt 
Of things impoffible ? (Could Sleep do more 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 
Of flable Pleafures on the toffing Wave ? 
Eternal Sunfiiine in the Storms of Life ? 
How richly were my noon- tide Trances hutig 
With gorgeous Tapeftries of pi&ur'd Joys f 
Joy behind Joy, in endlefs Perfpedive ! 
Till at Death^s Toll, whofe refiiefs iron Ton^ 
Calls daily for his Millions at a Meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my Phrenfy's pompous Farnitore I 
The cobiJoeUd Cottage, with its ragged WaJJ 
Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me ! 
The Spider's moft attenuated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tender Tie 
On earthly BUG ; it breaks at ev^iy Breeze. 

O ye bleil Scenes of permanent Delight ! 
Full, abov^ Meafure ! bfting, beyond Bound ) 
A Perpetuity of Blifs is Blifs. 
Could you, fo rich in Rapture^ fear an End,. 
That ghafUy Thought would drink up all your Joy* 
And quite unparadife the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodged above thefe rolling Spheres ; 
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Tbe baleful Infioence of whofe giddy Dance 
Sheds fad Viciflltude on all beneath. 
Hire teems with Revolutions ev'rx Hour ; 
And rarely for the better ; o^ the hefty 
More mortal than the commoH Births of Fate* 
Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous 
Of Tim^9 enormous Scythe, whofe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empires from the Root ; each Moment play» 
His little Weapon in the narrower Sphere 
Of fweet domeftic Comfort, and cuts down 
The fairefl Bloom of fnblanary Blifs. 

Blifs ! fublunary Blifs I — ^Proud Words, and vadaL 
Implicit Treafon to divine Decree ! 
A bold Invasion of the Rights of Heav'n ! 
I clafp'd the Phantoms, and I ^and them Air* 
O had I weighed it ere my fond Embrace ! 
What Darts of Agony had mifs'^d my Hisart f ' 

Death ! Great Proprietor of All ! -'tis thine 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars* 
The Sun himfelf by tHy Permiflion ihines ; 
And, oneDay^ thou ihalt pluck him fit>m his Sphere.. 
Amid fuch mighty Plunder, why exhaufl 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark fo mean T 
Why thy /tf^//ar Rancour wreak'd on me t 
Iniatiate Archer ! could not One fuffice ? 
Thy Shaft flew thrice ; and thrice my Peace was flain ^ 
And thrice, ere thrice yon Moon had fill'd her Horn. 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Poll thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy Wheel 
Of ceaielefs Change out-whirPd in human Life ? 
How wanes my borro^at^d Blife ! from Fortune*^ Smile,. 
Precarious Courtefy ! Not Virtues fure,. 
Self-givca, Jolar^ Ray of found Delight 

In ev'ry vary'dPofturc, 'Place, and Hour^ 
How widowed eV*ry Thought of v/^vy Joy I 
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9 The C OM PLAIN" T. Night i. 

Thought, bufy Thought ! too bufy for my Peace ! 
Thro' the dark Poftern of Time long elaps'd. 
Led foftly, by the Stilnefj of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, [and fuch it proves!) 
Strays, (wretched Rover !) o'er the pleafing Pefi ; 
In quelV of Wretchednefs perverfely ilrays j 
And £nd$ all defart uovj ; and meets the Ghofls 
Of my departed Joys ; a num'rous Train ! 

:s of my former Fate i 

's blafted Clufters I lament ; 

e Bleflings once fo dear ; 

fure pains me to the Heart. 

flain ? or why complain for One ? 

Sun his Luftre but forme, 

1 / Are Angels all befide ? 
J mourn for Millions : 'Tis the common Lot i 
In ibii Shape, or in ibtii, has Fate entail'd 
The Mother's Throes on all of Woman born, 
Notmore the Children, ihan fure Heirs of Para- 
War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, andFJrc, 
Inteflinc Broils, Opprejpm, with het Heart 
Wrapt op in triplcErafs, befiegc Mankind, 
God's Image difinherited of Day, 
- Hirt, plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made. 
Thert, Beings deathlefs as their haughty l^rd, 
■ Are hammeHd to the galling Oar for Life ; 
And plow the Winter's Wave, and reap Defpair. 
Setit, for hard Maftera, broken under Arms, 
, Jn Battle lopt away, with half their Umbs, 
Beg bitter Bread thro' Realms their Valour fav'd. 
If fo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 
Wk^t, and incurable D,». (fell Pair !) 
On hopelefs Multitudes remorfelers feize 
At once j and make a Refuge of the Grave. 
How groaning Hafpitdt ejeft thdi Dead ! 
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What Num^rs groan for lad Admtfl}t»i there ! 

What Numbers, once in J^d/-/«^> I^ tugtt-fed*. 

Solicit the cold Hand of Charitj 1 ... 

To (liock us jnore, folictt it in vain ! ' 

Ye filken Sons of Pleafure ! finee in Pains 

Yon rue more inodilh VifitSi vifit btrii 

And breathe from your Debauch: Gi ' * ' 

Surftit'i Domiujon o'er you :>But fb ; 

Your Impudence, youblulh at whati 

Happy t did Sorrow feize oa/ueb i 
Not PrB(&»«c^ defend, otyirtucii 
Difeafe idvades the chaftell Tempera 
And Punilbmeht the Guiltlefs t and 
Thro' thicker Shadei, pnrfues the fc 
Man's Caution often into Danger tui 
And his- Guard falling, crulhes him to Death.. 
Not Happinejs itfelf makej good her Name ; 
Our very Wiflies give ua not our Wilh. 
How diHant oft the Thing we doat on moR,- 
From that for which we doat, Feticitj ? 
i:\is favmihtj) Courfe of Nature has its Pains ; - 
And inuft Friends, thro' Error, wound our fteft>- 
Without Misfortune, what Calamities ? 
And what HoMlities, without a Foe i 
Nor are Fo«9 wanting to the belt on Earth, 
But endlef» is the Lill of human Ills, 
And Sighs might rooDcr fait, than Caufe to ligh. 

A Part how fmall 'of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted by Man ! the reft a Wafte, 
Rocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sandst' 
Wild Haunts of Monfters, Poifons, Stings, and Deatiti 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map ( Bnt, far 
More fad 1 this Earth is a true Map of Mom, 
So bounded are its haughty Lord's Delights 
T<>#'k's wide Empire ; where.deepTrw^/w tofi, 
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Load Sanw/i howl, iaveo'm'd.Pa^tiu t»te, 
Rav'DOut Caiamitit' oar Vitsb fcize. 
And threat'ninz Tatt wide op«ns to devoar. 
What then an; I, who foirow for myfilft 
In Age, In la&ney, from others Aid 
Ii all our Hope ; to teach us to be i(W. 

, lafi LelTon to Mankind ; 

^ferves the Pain it feels. 

ow, while it finks, exalts \ 

te mitigates the Pang. 

han PradiBte, bids me give 

\e9«d Channel ; who divide^ 

the Torrent of their Grief. 

U !. thy mnch-indeb ted Tear : 

human Happiaefs, 
To thofe whole Thought can pierce beyond an Hoar \ 

thou, whate'er thou art, whore Heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I fliould congratulate thy Fate ? 

1 knoF thon wouldlt ; thy Pride demands it from ne. 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs. 

The falntary Cenfure of a Friend. 

Thou happy Wretch ! by Blindnefs thou art bleft j 

By Potage dandled to perpetual Smiles. 

Know, Smilcr I at thy Peril artthou pleas'd J 

Thy Pleafure is the Promife of thy Pain. 

Miifcriiau, like a Creditor feverc. 

Bat rifes in Demand for her Delay ; 

She makes a Scourge of pall Profperity, 

To fting thee more, and double thy Diflrers. 

LoKENzo, Fortune makes her Court to thee. 
Thy fond Heart dances, while the S^rtn fings. " ' 

Dear is thy Wdfare ; think me not unkind ; 
1 would hot damp, but to fecure thy Joys. 
Think not that Ftarh facred ro the Storm. 
Stand on thy Guard agaialt the Smiktoi Pate. 


On life^ Deaths and Immortality. % % 

t% Heav*n tremendoas in its Frowns ? Moft fure^ 
And in its Favours formidable too : 

# 

Its Favours here are Trials, not Rewards ;- 
A Call to Duty, not-Difckarge from Care r 
And (hottld alarm us, full as much as Woes y 
Awake us to their Caufe^ and Con/equence ; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with out* Defert' t 
Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaftife her Joys, 
Left while we clafp, we kill them ;■ nay, invest 
To worfe xhznjtmple Mifery, their Charms. 
^LevoUtd Jbys, like Foes in civil War, 
like boiomFriendihips to Refentnient four'd. 
With Rage invenom'd rife againft our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happinefs ; beware: 
All Joys^ but Joys that never can expire.' 
Who builds on lefs th^n a» immortal Bafe,. 
Fond as he feems, tondemns his Joys to Death. 

Minedy'd with thee, Philanobr ! thy lafl SigEa 
Di/Tolv'd the Charm ; the diiinch anted Earth 
Loft all her Luftre. Where, h<r glitt'ring Towers I: 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darkened down 
To naked Wafte ; a dr-caiy Vale of Tears ;. 
The great Magician's dead ! Thou. poor, pale Piece; 
Of out-caft E'arth, in Darknefs ! what a Change 
From Yefterday ! . Thy darling Hope fo near, 
(Long-laboar'd Prize !) O how Ambition ftufti'd 
Thy glowing Cheek ! Ambition, truly great, 
Gf virtuous Praife. />/^;&'s fubtle Seed within^ 
(Sly, treach'roiw Miner!) working in the Dark, 
Smirdat thy. well-concerted Scheme,. and beckon^di 
The Worm to riot on tha^ Rofe fo red, . 
Unfaded ere it f611 ; one Moment's Prey ! . 

Man's Forefight is conditicnallj wife ;, 
Lorenzo ! Wifdom into Folly turns. 
Oft, the firft Inftant, its Idea fair 
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To labouring Thought is born. How dim our Eye ! 

The pre/ent Moment terminates our Sight ; 

Clouds, thick.as.thofe on Doomfday, drown thtnext % 

We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 

Time is dealt out by Particles ; and e^b> 

Ere mingled with the ftreaming, Sands of life^ 

By Fate's inviolable Oath is fwom 

Deep Silence, " Where Eternity begins." 

By Nature's Law» what may be, may be80<Kf $ 

There's no Prerogative in hitman Hours. 

In human Hearts what i)older Thought c4n^ife; ^ 

Than Man^ Prefumptionon To-morrow's D'awaJ^ . : 

Where is To-mon-ow i In another World* 

For Numbers this is certaia ; the Reverfe 

Is fure to none ; and. yet on this Perba^^ 

This Perad-venture^ infamous for I^yes, 

As on a Rock of Adamant we build 

Our Mountain Hopes ; fpin oux eternal Schemesj. 

As v/e the fatal Sifters would out-fpin. 

And,, big with Life's Futurities, empire. 

Not ev'n Philander had befpoke his Shroud*. 
Nor had he Caufe ; a Warning was deny*d i 
How many fall as fudden, . not as fafe ! 
As fudden, tho' for Years admoniih'd home*. 
Of human Ills the 1 aft Extreme beware. 
Beware, Lo r e n z o ■! 2iJlow'fudden Death* 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize I **' 

Be wife To-day ; 'Tis Madnefs to defer ; 
Next Day the fatal Precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till Wifdom is puih'd out of Life*. 
Pracraftination is the Thief of Time ; 
Year after Year it fteals, till all are fled,. 
And to the Mercies* of a Moment leaves 
The vaft Concerns of an eternal Scene* 
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It not fb fivqnent, woald not Thb be ftrange i^ 
That 'tisfb frequent, Thu is'ftranger.ftill. 

Of Man'a mitacalous Miftakes, this bearr 
ThcPalm^ *♦ That all Men are about to live,** 
For ever on the Brink of being born. 
Ail pay themfelves the Compliment to think 
The^ one Day ihall not drivel ; and their Pride- 
On this Reverfion takes np^ ready Praife ; 
At leaft their own r theiry«^«rr' Selves applauds $ 
How excellent that Life they n^er will lead ! 
Tune lodg'd in their own Hands is FoIfy*s Vails ^ 
That lodg'd in Fan^s, to Wtfdom they confign ; 
ThcThing they tfan't but /«r/^, ^cypoftponez: 
^is not in Folly , not to fcorn a Fool ; 
And fcarce in humaii Wi/dtm^io do more. 
All Promifi is poor dilatory Man, 
And that thro' ev'ry Stage : When young, indeed"^ 
1q full Content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 
Un>anxious iorour/elves ; and only wi(h. 
As dnteous Sons, our Fathers ^ttt more wifi^ 
At Thirty lA^n fufpeSis. himfelf a Fool ; 
Knouus it at Foriyt and reforms his Plan;: 
At Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
Buihes his prudent Purpofe to Re/ol^e ^ 
In all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Refolves ; and re-refolves ; then dies. the fame. 

'And why. ? Becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal* 

All Men think all Men mortal, but Themfelves ; 

Thenifelvfis, when fome alarming Shock of Fate 

Strikes through their wounded Hearts the fudden Dread t: 

But their Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 

Soon clofe ; where paft the Shaft, no Trace is found,. 

As from the Wing no Scar the Sky retains j 

The parted Wave no Furrow from the Keel: 

So dies in human Hearts the Thought of Death) 

Ev*ik 
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Bv'q witk the tender Tear whicfai Nature (heds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftrange ;. 

my full Heart !-— But ihould I give it Vent, 
The longeft Night, tha' longer far„ would fail,. 
And the Lsrl lUieii to tayMidmgbt Song. 

The fpntely Lark^t iluill Matin wakes the Mom ;, 
Griefs fliarpeil Thorn hard preffing on my Breaft» 

1 Drive,, with wakeful'Melody, tochear 

The fuUen Gloom, fweet Pbiloml / like Thee^^ 

And call the Stars to Men : Ev'ry Stac 

Is deaf to mine, enamoiir'd of thy Lay» 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel. 

And charm thro' diftant Ages : Wrapt in Shade^ 

Prisoner of Darknefs ! to the iilent Hours, 

How often I repeat their Rage, divine. 

To lull my Griefs, and fleal my Heart from Woe !. 

I roll their Raptures, hut not catch their Fire. 

Dark, tho' not blind, like thee, M^omdes f 

Or, Milton I thee ; ah ! could I reach your Strain !. * 

Or Hisf who made Mttomdes our Oiu/r. 

Man too He fung :. Immortal Man I fing ; . 

Oft bnrfts my Spng beyond the Bounds.of Life ;. 

What, 110^,. but Immortality can.pleafe ? 

O had He prefs'd his Theme, purfu'd the Track, 

Which opeos out of Darknefs into Day 1 

O had he.mounted 6n his Wing of Fire, 

Soar'd, where I fink, and fung Immortal Mau !. 

Hpw had it bleft Mankind* and refcu!d me !. 
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^^Pf/'HEN the Cdck crenx)^ be wr//"— Smote by that Eyc„ 

Which looks on me, on All : That Pow% who bids. 

This Midnight Centinel, with Clarion- ihidl]>. 

Emblem of that which ihall awake the Dead,. 

Ronie Souls from Slumber,, into Thoughts of Heaven^. 

Shall I too weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 

And Fortitude abandoned, where is Man ? 

I know the Terms on which he fees the Light ;; 

He that is born, is lifted ; Life is War ; 

Eternal War with Woe. Who bears it beft, * 

Deferves it leaft.— -On other Themes Til dwell; 

Lorenzo ! let me turn my Thoughts on Thee, 

And TbiHiy on Themes may profit ; profit there,. 

Where moft thy^Need. Themc8,,too, the genuine GrowtK^ 

Of dear Pailander's DuU. He, tbus^ tho' dead. 

May ftill befriend— -What Themes ?^/i«rV<xvMr^Mfj/Virr, 

Dtatb, F'riendfoifi andP^iLANDBit's/W^rf/rr. 
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So could I touch thefe Themes, asnin^Iit obtam • 
Thine Ear, nor leave thy Heart ^uilte* diferigag'd, * * 
The good Deed would delight me ; half-imprcfs 
On toy dark Cloud an I^is ; and frooi.Grief 
CallGlory-^DoftthoinnoumPHiLANOER's Fate? 
I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy Lif« the fame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who Jives as they defire. 
Where is that Thrift,, that Avarice of T I M E, 
(O glorious Avarice !) Thought of Death infpiresji, 
4& rumoar'd Robberies endear our Gold i - 
O Timi / than Gold more facred ; more a Load 
Ti^hanLead, to Fools ; and Fools rf^»/^^ Wife. 
What Moment granted Man without Account ? 
What Years arc f^juander'd, Wifdom^s Debt unpaid, t 
Our Wealth in Days all due to /i^ Difcharge. 
Hafte, haHe, He lies in wait. He's at the Door,.. 
Iniidious D^atb /. ihould his flrong Hand arreil. 
No Conipofition fets the ftis'ner free. 
E f entity s inexorable Chain 
Eaft binds ; and Vengeance claims the full Arreai i. 

How late I Oiudder'd on the Brink ! how Ikte. 
Life caird for her laft Refuge inDefpair ! 
That77ai^is mine, O Meap, to Thee I owe j, 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity. 
But ill my Genius anfwers my Djefirc^, 
My fickly..Song is mortal, paft thy Cure. 
Accept the WilUr— That dies not with my Strain* 

(For what c^lls ify Difeafc, Lorekzo i Not 
For Efcidapiany but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'ft.it Folly to be wife too (bon. 
Xouth is not rich in Time\ it may be, poor ;, 
Part with it as with Money, fparing ; pay 
No Moment, but in Purchafe of its Worth ; 
And what its Worth, aflc Deathi-beds ; they can tell.. 
Fart with it as with.Life, reluOaot i. big;^ 

With 
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With holy Hope of nobler Time to Come ; 
Time higheF-aim!d9 flil] hearer the great Mark 
Of Men and Angels $ Virtae more divine* 

Is this our Dutyt Wifdonif Glory^ Gain P 
{Xbe/e He^'tt benign ib vital Union binds) 
And fport we Hke the Natives of the Bought 
When vernal Sons infpire ? Amuftment reigns 
Man's great Demand : To trifle is to live : 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die \ 

Thou fay*ft Iprtach, Lorenzo ! Hfis oonfeiU 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 
Who wants Amufement in the Flame of Battle I 
Is it not Treafon to the Soul immortal^ 
Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Priae ? 
Will Toys amufe, when Med'cines cannot core ? 
When Spirits ebb, wh^n life's enchanting. Scenea 
Their Luflre lofe, and lefien in our Sight, 
As Lands and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires» 
To the poor fhatter'd Bark, by fudden Storm 
Thrown oif to Sea> and £bon to periih there ^ 
Will Toys amufe ? No : Thrones will then be Toyj^ 
And Earth and Skies feem Duft upon the Scale. 

Redeem we Time ?— Its Lofi we 'dearly buy. 

What pleads Lorenzo ibr his high-prlz'd Sports ? 

He pleads Time's numerous Blanks ; he loudly pleads 

The ftraw-like Tri^s on life's common Stream. • 

From whom thofe Blanks and Trifies^ but from Thu f 

No Blanks no Trifle^ Nature made„ or meant. 

Virtue^ or /«f^j'i^ Virtue, ftill be thine; 

7]^// cancels thy Compbdnt at once ; This leavers 

In Aa no Trifiey and no Blank in Time. 

9"i&/x grcatens, £lls, immortalizes All ;- 

7hist the bleft Art of turning all to GitU ; 

This 9 the good Heart's Prerogative to raife 

A royal Tf U>»^«, &Q9i the pQOJ«& Hpuf^; 

Ipamenft 
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Iramenfe Revenue ! cv*k7 Moment Pays. 

If nothing more than Furf*fit in thy Power ; 

Thy Purpofe firm, is equal to the Deed : 

Who does the beft his Circmnftaoce allows. 

Does welly a£ts nobly ; Angels could no more-.^ 

0\3iX outward hOii indeed, admits Reifa^nt :- 

'Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineejp ; 

Guard well thy Thought 9 oar Thoughts are heard ut 

€>n all important 7/W, thro'-ev'ry Age, . [Heaven« 
Tho' moch» and warm, the Wife have urg'd ; the Man 
Is yet unborn, whoduly weighs an Hour. 
« Pw loft a 2>ity"— The Prince who nobly crjr^d. 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rome ? Say, rather, Lord of human Race 1 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 
So ihoald aUfpeak : So Riafim fpeaks in All t 
From thefoft Whlfpers of that God in Man, 
Why fly to Fblly, why to Phrenfy fly. 
For Refcue ftx)m the BUJfmgi we poil^fl ) 
Timty the Suprema t-^Time is £temky ; 
Pr^nant with all Eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all, that makes Archangels &iile» 
Who murders Time, He crdhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r ethereal, only not ad<M**d. 

Ah! how unjuft to Nature, andHim&lf^ 

Is thoughdefs, thanklefs, inccmfiftent Man ! 

Like Children babbling Nonfenfe in their Sports» 

We cenfiire Nature for a Span toe ihort ; 

That Span too fliort, we tax as tedioua too ; 

Torture Invention, all Expedients tire. 

To lafli the lingering Moments into fpeed. 

And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from onrfelves^ 

Aru brainlefs Art I our furious Charioteer, 

(For Natural Voice unftifled would recall) 

Drives headlong tow'rds the Precipice of Death ; ' 

^ Deadk 
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Deadly moft oor Dread ; Death thuj more dreadful nUdf i 

O what a Riddle of Abfurdity ! 

Leifure is Pain ; takes off our Chariot- wheels ; 

How heavily we drag the lA>ad of Life ! 

Bleft Leifure is oar Curfe ; like tliat of Cmn^ 

It makes us wander ; wander Earth around 

To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan'd 

The World beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 

We cry for Mercy to the next Amufement ; 

The next Amufement mortgages our Fields 1 

Slight Inconvenience ! Prifons hardly frown. 

From hateful Timi if Prifons fet us free* 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief^ 

We call him cruel ; Years to Moments (hrink. 

Ages to Years. The Telefcope is tum*d. 

To Man's falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) 

Tinuy in Advance, behind him hides his Wings, . 

And {eems to creep, decrepit with his Age : 

Behold him, when paft by ; what then is feen. 

But his broad Pinions fwifter than the Winds \ 

And all Mankind, in Contradidlion firong, 

Ititeful, aghaH ! cry out on his Career. 

Leave to thy Foes thefe Errors, and thefe Ills \ 

To Nature juft, their Caufi and Curt explore. 

Not (hort Heav'n's BdUnty, boundlefs our Expence ; 

No Niggard, Nature; Men are Prodigals. 

Vfttwafle, not ufe our Time ; we breathe, liot live. 

Time wafitdv^ Exiilence, «jV is Life. 

And bare Exiftence^ Man, to Ih^M ordain'd. 

Wrings, and oppreifes with enormous Weight. 

And why ? fince TAme was giv'n for Ufe, not Wailc. 

Injoin'd to fly ; with Tempeft, Tide, and Stars, 

To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man ; . 

STimt's Ufe was doom'd a Pleafure ; Wafle, a Pain s 

That Ma0 mighty^f / bis Exror, if unfeen ; 

Andy 
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And then, where are we? where, Lo«bnzo ! then 
Thy Sports f thy Pomps ?— I grant thee, in*a Stats 
Not unambitious ; in the rujfied Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's trimm^mnt Arch, beneath. • 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may^I/^ 
Pot OR her Plume, and in her Rainbow fiiine. 

Y t well-array d! Ye lilies of oar Land ! 
Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil, ncMr (pin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Solomon^ more, iumptoous to the St^t4 
Ye Delifote ! who nothing can fupporr, 
Yourfelves moH infupporuble ! fbr whoa 
The Winter Roie muit blow, the Sun put o« 
A brighter Beam in Le9 ; filky-foft 
Faifomus breathe ftill fofter* or be chid ; 
And pther Worlds feud Odours, Sawce, and Song, 
And Robes, and Notions, framed in foreign Looms! 
O ye LoRENZos of our Age i who deem 
One Moment unamusM, a Mifery 
Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud » 
For ev'iy Bawble, drivell'd o'er by Senfe ; 
For Rattles, and Conceits of ev^ry Caft, 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 
To drag your Patient through the tedious Length 
Of a ihort Winter's Z>tfy— fay, Sages ! fay, • 

Wit's Oracles ! fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams^ ! 
How will you weather an eternal Night, 
Where fuch Expedients fail ? 

O Treach'rous Confiience ! while Ihe feems to ilcep 
On Rofe and Myrtle^ lull'd with Syren Song 5 
While ihe feems, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the flacken'd Rein, 
And give us up to Licence^ nnrecall'd, 
Unmarkt ;— See, from behind her fecret Stand, 
The fly Informer minutes ev'ry Fault, 
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And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 

Not the grofs JS alone employs her Pen ; 

She reconnoitres Fmufz airy Band, 

A watchfal Foe ! The formidable Spy, 

lift'ningy o'erhears the Whifpers of our Camp s 

Our dawning Purpc^es of Heart explores^ 

And fteals our Embryos of Iniquity. 

As all-rapacious Ufurers conceal 

Their Doomfday-book from all-confuming Heirs ; 

Thus, with Indulgence moft fevere. She treats 

Us Spendthrifts of ineftimable Tiwu ; 

Unnoted, notes each Moment mifapplyM ; 

In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 

Writes our whole HiHory ; which Death fhall read 

In ev'ry pafe Delinquent's private Ear ; 

And Jiidgmnt publifli ; publiih to more Worlds 

Than this ; and endlefs Age in Groans refound. 

LonENzo, fuch that BUeptr in thy Bre^ft ! 

Such is her Slumber ; and her Vengeance^c^ 

For flighted Counfel ; fucb thy future Peace ! 

And think'ft thou ftill thou canft be wife too/oM ? 

But why on Timi fo lavifli is my Song ? 
On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
To teach her Sons Herfelf. Each Night we die. 
Each Morn are born anew : Each Day, a Life ! 
And ihall we kill each Day ? If Trifling kills ; 
Sure Fice muft butcher. O what Heaps of Slain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us ! Time deflroy^d 
Is Suicide, where more than BlooJ is fpilt. 
Time flies. Death urges, Knells call, Heav'n invites^ 
Hell threatens : All exerts ; in Effort, All ; 
More than Creation labours '.-—Labours more ? 
And is there in Creation, what, amidft 
This Tumult Univerfal, wing'd Difpatch, 
And ardent Energy, fupinely yawns I ■■■ ■ ' 

Mam 
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Man fleeps ; and Man alone ; and Man, whofe Fate, 
. Fate, irreverfiWe, intire, extreme, 
Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze- (haken, o'er the Galph 
A Moment trembles ; drops ! and Man, for whom 
All elfe is in Alarm ; Man^ the fole Caufe 
Of this farroui\ding Storm ! And yet he deeps, 
As the Storm rock'd to Reft.— —Throw Tfors away t 
Throw Bmpiresf and be blamelefs. - Moments feize ; 
Heav'n's on their Wing : A Moment we may wiih. 
When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid D^y ftand ftill. 
Bid him drive back his Car, and reimport 
The Period paft, regive the given Hour. 
Lorenzo, m^rthan Miracles we watjt ; 
Lorenzo— -O for Yefterdays to come ! 

Such is the Language of the Man a^ake \ 
His Ardour fuch, for vihzi oppreffis Thee. 
And is his Ardour vain* Lorenzo ? No ;^ 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge .; 
To'd^ is Tiftifdof retum'd 5 retum'd 
Full-powVd to -cancel, expiate, raife, adorn^ 
And retnftate us on the Rock of Peace. 
Let it not (hare its Predeceifor's Fate ; 
Nor, li^e its elder Sifters, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume f Fly off 
Fuliginous, ^nd ftain us deeper itill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the Clemencies of Heaven f 

Where (hall I find Mm f Angels I tell ine where. 
You know him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow \ 
Or trace his Footfteps by the riiing Flowers ? 
Your golden Wings, wnu hov'ring o'er him, fhed 
Prote£lionr; now, are waving in Applaufe 
To that bleft Son of Forefight ! Lord of Fate ! 

That 
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That awful ladependent on To-morrouu ! 
Whofe fVork is done ; who triunphs in the Paft ; 
Whofe Tefterdays look backward with a Smile ; 
Nor, like the Partbiattj wouad him as they ily ; 
That common 9 but opprobrious Lot ! Pad Hour8> 
U not. by. Guilty yet wound us by their Flight, 
If Folly bounds pur Profpe£l by the Grave^ 
All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 
All God-like Pafiion for Eternals quencht ; 
All Reliih of Realities expr'd ; 
Renounced all Correfpondence with the Ski^s ;' 
Oar Freedom chain'd > quite winglefs our Dcfird i 
In Senfe dark-prifon'dall that ought to foar; 
Prone to the Centre ; drawling in theDuft ; 
Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious Aim ; 
'£mbrated ev'ry Faculty divine ; 
Heart-bury'd in the Rubbilh of the World. 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate. Angelic, wing'd with Fire 
To reach the diflant Skies, and triumph there 
On Thrones, which Ihall not mourn their Matters chan^'d j 
Tho* we from Earth ; Blhereal^ They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the World defpife. 
For what, gay Friend ! is this efcuuheim^d World, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night I 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought,' at Banquets, in the Shroud; 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence, 
Inch -high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude : We gaze around ; 
We read their Monuments j we iigh ;' and while 
We figh, we fmk ; and ^rv what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or Lamented, all pur Lot ! 

Is De^th at Diilance \ No : He has been on thee ; 

C And 
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And glv'n fare Earaeil of his final Blow. 

Thofe Hours, which lately fmil'd, where arc they i\ow I 

Pallid to Thoaght, and ghaftly I drown'd, all drown'd 

In that great Deep* which nothing difembogues 1 

And, dying, they bequeath'd thee fmall Renown. 

The reft arc on the Wing : How fleet their Flight ! 

Already has the faul Train took Fire ; 

A Moment* and the World's blown up to thee ; 

The Sun is Darknefs, and the Stars are Duft. 

Tis greatly wife to talk with our paft Hours ; 
And alk them, what Report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome News. 
Their Anfwers form what Men Exptrience call ; 
If Wifdom^s Friend, her beft ; if not, worft Foe. 
Q reconcile them 1 Kind Experience cries, 
<< There's nothing here, bat what as nothing weighs ; 
** The more our Joy, the more we know it vain i 
" And by Succefs are tutor'd toDe^air." 
Nor is it only thus, but muft be fo^ 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is ftiU a Child. 
iiooic then from Earth the Grafp of fond Defirc, 
Weigh Anchor, and fome happier Clime explore^ 

Art thou fo moor'd thou canil no^difengage, 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by X^/^'s pafling Breath, blown up from £arUi> 
Light, 9A the Summer's Dull, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy Flight, and fall again ; 
*^*-^v Join the dull Mafe, incrcafe the trodden Soil, 
And llcep till Earth herfclf fliall be no more ; 
Since Then (as Emmets, their fmall World overthrown) 
We, fofe-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl. 
And rife to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, 
As M^'jB oyirn Choice (Controulcu- of the Skies !) 
As Man's de^tic Will, perhaps ota Hour, 
(O how Omnipotent is Time !) decrees % 

Sliottld 
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Should not each Warning give a ftrong Alarm ? 
Warning, hx lefs than that of Bofom torn 
From Bofom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead ! 
Shoald not each Dial ftrike us as we pais; 
Portentous, as the 'writltn Walh which ftruck. 
O'er midnight Bowls, the proud AJJ^rian pale, 
Ere-whilehigh-fluflit withlnfolence and Wine } 
Like Tbaiy the Dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy Banquet up : 
<' O Man, thy Kingdom is departing from thee ; 
^< And, while it laft$, is emptier than my Shade," 
Its filent Language fuch : Nor need'ft thou call 
•Thy Magi^ to decypher what it means. 
ELnow, like the l/Udian^ Fate is in thy Walls t 
Doftaik, Hvw f Whence f Bel/baxzar-likQf ama^'d 
Man's Make incloies the fure Seeds of Death ; 
Life feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own Meal, and then his Nurfe devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the Delufion lies ; 
That Solar ShaJow, as it meafures Life, 
It Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' feeming to iland Hill. 
The cunning Fugitive is fwift by Stealth : 
Too fubtle is the Movement to be feen ; 
Yet ibon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone* 
Warnings point out our Danger ; Gnomsnsf Time : 
As flfe/e are ufelefs when the Sun is iet ; 
So ihe/ef but when more glorious Rea/on fhines. 
J^fff^ffihould judge in all; in Reafon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 
But fach our Gravitation to the Wrong, 
So prone our Hearts to whifper what we wifh^ 
'Tis later with the Wife, than he's aware ; 
A Wilmington goes flower than ;he Sun : 
And all Mankind miftake their Time of Day ; 
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Ev'n Age itfelf. Frefh Hgpes are hourly fowa 
In furrow'd Brows. . So gentle Life's Defcent, 
We (hut our .£)yesi and think it is a Plain. 
We tak^ fair Days m Winter, for the Spring ; 
And turn our Bleilings intoBane. Since oft 
Man TKaGi compute that Age. He cannot /2f^/, 
He fcarce believes he's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difappointmentiure, to crown the Reft ; 
The Difappointment of a promis'd Hour. 

OviTbisy or Similar, Phij^ander ! Thou 
Whofe Mind was moral, as the Preacher's Tongue 5 
And ftrong,^ to wield all Science, worth the Name j 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 
And cpol'i our Paffions by the breezy Stream 1 
How often thaw'd ahd Ihorten'd Winter's Eve, 
By Conflift kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 
Beft found,, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle, paifing o'er the Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread j if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song ; 
Sonjg;, fafliipnably fruitlefs j fuch^as ftains 
The Fancyy and unhallow'd FaJJion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints to Cytherea^ Fane. 

jCnow'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains ? 
As Btts mi^i Me-^ar drsLW from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men ffom^FRlENDSHIP, PTi/i/om and Deligki 
Twins ty'd by Nature ; if they part, they die. 
' Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach ? 
Gooii Seft/e will ftagnate. Thoughts (hut up, want Air, 
And fpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 
Had Thought been AH, fweet Speech had been deny'd ; 
Speech, Thought's Canal t Speech, Thought's Criterion 
Thought in the Min e, may come forth Gold , or Drofs ; [too ! 
When coin'd in Word, we know its rW Worth, 

If 
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IT ftcrling,. (lore it for thy future \J{c^ 
'Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renovsm. 
Thought, too, delivered, is' the more pofl'eft ; 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 
The Births of Tntellcd ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intelleflual Fire ; 
Speech burniihes our Mental Magazine ; 
Brightens, for Ornament ; and whfets for Ule. 
What Numbers, iheath'd in Erudition, lie 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 
And rufled in ; who might have borne an Edge,. 
And play'd a fprightly Beam, if born to Speech y 
If born blell Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue ! 
'Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th'alternate Pu(fi« 
Of Waves conflidling, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Students (tanding Pool. 

In Contemplation is his proud Refource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by Con'verfe unfuftain'd* 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemptatiotis Field 5 
Converfiy the Menage,, breaks it to the Bit 
Oi due ReHraint ;. and Emulation's Spue 
Gives graceful Energy,! by Rivals aw'd^ 
*Tis Converfe qualifies for Solitude i 
As Exercife, for falutary Reft. 
By that untutor'd. Contemplation raves ;: 
And Nature'* s Fool, by JVi/dom*s is outdonei 

Wifdomy tho' richer than Peruvian Mine»>, 
And fweeter than the fweet Ambrofial Hive,. 
What is fhe, but the Means of Happinefs ? 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 
A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. ' 

Friendjhip r the Means of Wifdom, richly gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wifdom. v/i(e;. 
Nature^ in Zeal for human Amity,. 
Denies, or damps, an undivided j[oy« 
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Joy is ah Imporjt ; Joy is an Exchange ; 
Joy flies Monopolies : It calls for Two ; 
Rich fruit I heav'n planted ! never pluckt by O/u, 
Needful Auxiliars are our Friends^ to give 
To /octal Man true Reliih of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a Line 
Pka/uris bright Beam, is feeble in Delight : 
Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound ; 
Reverberated Pleafures fire the Breafl. 

CeleHial Happine/s^ whene'er ihe floops 
To vifzt Earth, One Shrine the Goddefs finds. 
And One alone, to mak^ her fweet Amends 
For abfent Heav'n — the BOfom of a Friend ; 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's Pillow to Repofe divine. 
.Beware the Counterfeit : In PaJJ^nh Flame 
Hearts melt ; but melt like Ict^ foon harder froze. 
True Love ftrikes Root in Rtafon ; Paf&on's Foe ; 
Virtut alone entenders us for Life : 
I wrong her much— entenders ss for ever : 
Of Frigndjhift faiieft Fruits, the Pruir moft fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 
And, emuUmfyt rapid la hsx Race. 
O the foft Enmity I Endearing Strife ! 
This carries Fnendihip to her noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity, 

From FrUndJhip^ which outlives my former Themes, 
Glorious Survivor of old Timsy and Death / 
From Friendfhip thus, that Flow'r of Heav'nly Seed, 
The Wife cxtraa Earth's moft HyMean Blifs, 
Superior Wifdom, crown'd with fmiling Joy. 

But for whom bloflbms this Elyjian Flowsr f 
Abroad They find, who cherifh it at Home, 
LoRE-Nzo ! pardon what my Love extorts. 
An honeil Love^ and not afraid to frown. 

The' 
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Tho* Choice of Follies faftcn on the Greats 

None clings more more obftinate, than Fancy fond. 

That facrcd Friendfhip is their cafy Prey ; 

Caught by the Waftare of a Golden Lure, 

Or Fafcination of a high-bom Smile. 

Their Smiles, the Greats and the Coqutt, throw oot 

For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 

And we no lefs of ours, when fucb the Bait. 

Ye Fortune's Cofferers I Ye Pow'j^s of Wealth ! 

You do yowr Rent-rolls moft felonious Wrong, 

By taking our Attachment to Ywr/el'ves* 

Can Gold gain Friendihip ? Impudence of Hope ! 

As well mere Man an Angel might beget. 

Love, and XiOve only, is the Loan for Love. 

Lorenzo I Pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 

All like the Purchafe ; few the Price will pay ; 

And this makes Friends fuch Miracles below. 

What if ffince Daring on fo nice a Theme) A ^.' 

J fiiew thee Firi«nidihip Delicate, as Dear. 

Of tender Violations apt to die ? 

^^/^rv^ will wound it ; and Diftruft^ dcfooy. 

Deliberate on all Things with thy Friend. 

But fince Friends grow not thick on ^i^iy Bought 

Nor ev'ry Friend linrottenat the Core ; 

Firft, on thy Friend, delibVate with Thyfelf ; 

Paufe, ponder, lift ; not Eager in the Choice, 

Nor Jealous of the Chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 

Judge before Friendfhxp, then confide till Death. 

Well, for thy Friend ; but Nobler far, for Thee ; 

How gallant Danger for Earth's Higheft Prize ! 

A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run. 

** Poor is the Friendlefs Matter of a World ; 

** A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain." 
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So fang He ( Atigds' hear that Angd fipg ! 
-Angels from Friendlhip gather Half their Joy) 
So fung Philander, as his Friend went round ' 
In the rich Mor, in the gen'rous BJood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 
A Brow folute, and ever-laughing Eye* 
He drank long Health, and Virtaci to his Friend^ 
His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir-d^ 
Friendjhifi the Wine of Life ; but Friendfliip new 
(Not fuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for the bright Complexipn, cordial Warmth, 
And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For Twenty Summers ripening by my Side ; 
All Feculence of Falftiood long thrown down 5 
All focial Virtues rifing in his Soul ; 
As Cryilal clear ;, and fmiling, as they rife ! 
Here Neftar flows ; it fparkles in our Sight ; 
Rich to the Tafle, and genuine from tlie Heart* * 
Higb-flavour*d Blifs for Gods 1 on Earth bow rare !" 
On Earth how loft /-^Ph i l a n d e r is ho «6re . 

Think'tt thou the Theme intoxicates my Song \ 
Am I too warm ?— -Too warm I cannot be,. 

1 lov'd him much ; but now I love him more. - 
Like Birds, whofe Beauties languifli, half conceal'd^ 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their glofly Plumes 
Expanded fliine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How Bleffings brighten as they take their Flight ! 
His Flight Phila»P£R took ; his Upward Flight, 
If ever Soul afcended. Had he dropt, 

(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall . 
One Feather as he ftew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear j 
Rivals fcarce damn; afidZoiLVs reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I aduft : It were profane 
td quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 

And 
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Andcail in Shadows his illuftrious Clofe. 
^' Strange ! the Theme moil aflfedting, ;moft fublime^ 
• Momentous mod to Mian» fhould fleep utifung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak-d, 
P.ainim or Chrifiian ; to the Blufli of Wit. 
Man's higheft Triumph ! Man's profoundeft Fall V 
ThQ Dtath-hed oi the Jnll ! is yet undrawn. 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Divine : 
Angels iliould paint it, Angels ever There ; 
There, on a Poft.of Honour, and of Joy. . 

Dare I prefume, then? But Philander bids ;^ 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls-:—* 
Yet am I ftruck ; as (truck the Soul, beneath 
Aereal Groa;« impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty \Ra/«!s folemn Shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on high-born Duft^ 
In Vaults ; thin Courts of poor Unflatter'd Kings Y, 
Or, at tl^c Midnight Akar\ hallow'd Flame. 
It is Religion ta .proceed: 1 paufe ' 
And enter, aw'd, the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Death-'bed I No: It is his Shrine :. 
Behold him, there, jiiH riling to a God. 

The Chamber where the Good Man meets his- F?lte^, 
Is privileged beyond the common Walk 
Of virtuous Life, quite in the Verge of Heav'n; 
Ely, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe,, 
Receive the Blefilngi and adsjre the Chance, 
That threw in this Bet be/da yOMt Difeafe ; 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your Cure. 
Eor, Herey rcfiftlefs Demon ftration dwells; 
A Death-bed!s a Deteftor of the Heart, 
Here tir'd DiJ^mulatiott- drops her ^^lafqae,- 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miftrefs of the ScencJ' 
iffr^.Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You fee the Man ; you fee his Hold oa He?.viha i, 
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If found his Virtoe ; as Phi lander's, found. 
Heav'n waits not the laft Moment ; owns her Friends 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to Mcn> 
A Lcfture, filcnt, but of fov'reign Pow*r ! 
To Vi^e, Confufion ; and to Virtue, Peace. 

"Whatever Farce the boaftful Hero plays. 
Virtue alone has Majefty in Death ; 
And greater (till, the more the Tyrant frowns* 
Philander ! he feverely frown'd. bn Thee. 
*' No warning glv*o ! Unceremonious Fate ! 
'' A fudden RuAi from Life's meridian Joys ! 
** A Wrench from all we love / from all we are ! 
*< A reillefs Bed of Pain ! a Plunge opaque 
*• Beyond Conjecture ! Feeble Natures Dread ! 
** Strong Rea/on^ 9 Shuddisr at the dark Unknown ! 
*^ A Sun extingui(ht! a juft opening Grave ! 
*< AndOhi thelaft, laft; what? (can Words exprtfs ? 
' « Thought reach ?) the laft, lai&r^Silence of a Friend P' 
Where ard thofe Horrors, that Amazement, whei«» 
This hideous Group of Ills, which ^igr^^ (hock^ 
Demand from Man ? — I thought him Man till now. 

Thro' Nature's Wreck, thro' vanquilht Agonies, 
(Like the Stars flruggling thro' this Midnight Gloom) 
What Gleams of Joy ? what more than Human Peace f 
Where, the frail Mortal i the poor abje£t Worm ? 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. 
Flis -CcnduA is a Legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammon* t for his fmgle Heir. 
His Comforters he comforts ; Great in Ruin, 
With unreluflant Grandeur, gives^ not yields 
His Soul fublime ; and clofes with his Fate. 

How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene 1 
V/hence, This brave Bound o'er Limits &%t to Man ? 
His Qod fullains him in his final Hour! 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God ! 

NTaa's 
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Man*s Glory Heav'a vonclifafes to call her own. 
Wc gaze ; we weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy ! 
Amazement ftrikes ! Devotion boifts to Flame ! 
Cbrifttaiu Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 

As ibme tall Tow*r» or lofty Mountain's BroW^ 
Detains the Sun, lUoihious from its Height ; 
While fifing Vapours, and defcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darknefs, drown the fpadous Vale : 
Undampt by Doubt, *Undarken'd byDefpair, 
Philander, thus, anguftly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hour, which general Horror iheds 
On the low Level of th' inglorious I'hrong : 
Sweet Fioce^ and Heavenly Hopt^ and Humble Joy^ 
Divinely beam on his exalted Soul ; 
DellruAion gild, and crown him for the "Skies^^ 
With incommunicable Luftre, Bright. 
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TpROM Dreumsy where Thought in Fancy's Maze runs. 
^ To Reaforty that HeSv'n-ligh ted Lamp in Man, [mad^ 
Once more Ivake; and at the dedinM Hour^ 
Punctual as Lovers to the Moment fworn, 
I keep my Affignation. witkmy Woe. 

O I Loft to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, 
liOft to the noble Sallies of the Soul !.' 
Who think it Scilitudc, to be Alone. « 
Communion fweet ! Communion large, and high.E , 
Our Rea/on, Guardian Angelj^ and our Gdd ! 
Then nearcft Thefe, when Others-moft remote;^: 
And all, ere long, ihall be remote, but Thefe.. 
Hew dreadful,. Then^ ^ meet them all alone,. 
M Stranger ! Unacknowleg*d ! IXnapptov'dJ. 
Ifo^w woo them ; wed them ;. bind them to thy Breaft ;^ 
To win thy Wifh, Creation has no more. . 
Or if we wifh a Fourth^ it is a Friend- 
But Friends, how. mortal. ! Dang'rous the Defire.. 

5 Takft' 
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Take Phoebus toyourfelyes^ye' baflung Bards ! 
iDebriate at fair Fortune's FouAt^inobead ; 
And xeelli^ thro^ tbe^ Wildem^ of Joy ; 
Where Senft tuos fBLVSLgpy broke from Rea/an*s Qfaij^y 
And iiJQgs falie Peace, dll fmother'd by the Pall. 
My Fortune is unlike^;: uplikejiay Song ^ 
Unlike the Geity my Song invokes, 
I to D^'^-foftT'Cy'd Sifter pay wy^Co^vt, 
ffiftjyYhii0v*4 ^ival 1} and her «Aid implore ; 
Now. firft? implor'd in S^cco^r to the Mufi, 

Thou^ who didft lately borrow f Cynthia's Fofim>. 
And modeftly 'lbr«^ thiqe Own. ! Q Thou^ 
Who didft thyfelf, at Midnight Hours, infpire ! 
Say, why pot Cynthia., .Patro^efsof Song ? 
As Thou herCrerc«it> iheithy.Charadler 
AiTumes ; ftill morea Goddefs by the Change. 

Are there demorriog Wits, who dare difpute 
This Revolution in the World infpir*d ^ 
Ye train Pierian' I to the Lumir Sphere, 
in filent Hour, addrefs jrour ardent Call 
For Aid immortal ; iefs her3»>therfs>Right«. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy Dance, andhears their matchlefs Strain ^ 
A Strain for Gods, deny'd to mortal Ear. 
Tranfmit itiieard. Thou Silver Queen of Heav'n !. 
What Title, or what Name, .endears thee moft I 
Cynthia 1 Cyllbne ! Phoebe !^— ordoft hear 
With higher Guft, fair- PS-*- — d of the. Skies ? 
Is that tlie foft Inchantment calls thee down> ' 
More pow'rful than of old Cir£ea» Charm ? 
Come ; but from Heay'nly banquets with thee bring. 
The Soul of Song, and whifper in mine Ear 
The Theft divine ; or in propitious Dreams 
(tor Dreams are Thine) transfufe it thro' the Breaft. 

^ At the Doke of NarfoUCi UaSts^t9j^u 

OS 
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Of thy fir ft Votary But not thy laft ; 

If» like thy 'Naimfake^ Thou art ever kind. 

And kind Thou wilt be ; Kind on fuch a Theme ; 
A Theme {o like thee» a quite Lunar Theme» 
Softy modefiv melancholy, female, fair ! 
A Theme that rofe all pale^ and told my Soul, 
^was Nigbt ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night ; 
A Night which ftruck a Damp, a deadlier Damp, 
Than that which fmote me from P a i l a n db r's Tomb. 
Narcissa follows, ere his Tomb is elos'd. 
Woes dttfter ; rare are fiUtary Woes ; 
They love a Train, they tread each others Heel ; 
^tr Death invades His mournful Right, and claims 
The Grief th^t ftarted from my Lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Or (hares it, eit it falls. So frequent Deaths 
Sorrow, he more than caufes. He confounds ; 
For human Sighs liis rival Strokes contend. 
And make Diftrefs, Diftraftion. OhPaiLANoBit! 
What was thy Fate ? A double.- Fate to mej 
-portent, and Pain ! a Menace, and a Blow ! 
like the black Raven hov'ringo'er my Peace,t 
Not lefs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. - 
It call'd Narcissa long before her Hour ; 
it call'd her tender Soul> by Break of Blifs^ 
From the firft BloiTom, from the Buds of Joy %, 
Thofe few our noxious Fate unblafted leaves 
In this inclement Clime of human Life. 

Sweet Harmonift ! and Beantiful as ^eet ! 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young I 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent ^ gay ! 
And Happy (if aught Happy hkri) as good ! 
For Fortune fond had built her Neft on high. 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume> 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark)- 

How 
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How from the Sammit of the Grove fhe fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its Charm 
Extingoiiht in the Wonders of her Song I 
Her Son^ ftill vibrates in my faviiht Ear, 
Still melting there, and with volupttiotts Pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling thro' my Heart ! 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this Gr0B|l 
Of bright Ideas, Flow'rs of Paradafe, 
As yet unforfeit ! in one Kaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Skies \ as All 
We guefs of Heav'n : And tb^e were all her own* 
And ihe was mine ; and I was — w/u moil bleft— • 
Gay Title of the deepeft Mifery ! 
As Bodies grow more ponderous robb*d of Life > 
iStood loft weighs more in Grief, than gain'd, in Joy« 
Like bloffi>m'd Trees o'ertam*d by vernal Stonn, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 
And if in Peath ftill lovely, lovelier There ; 
Far lovelier ! Pity fwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excnfe a Sigh ? 
Scorn the proud Man that is afiiam'd to weep ; 
Our Tears indulged indeed deferve our Shame. 
Ye that e'er loft an Angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the Luftre langui(h'd in her Eye^ 
Dawning a dimmer t)ay on human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the Reildence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fat ; and fcatter'd Fears around 
On all that faw (and'who would ceaie to gaze. 
That once had fecn ?) with Hafte, parental Hafte, 
I flew, I fhatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
Andbor? her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
(As if the Sun could envy) check^his Beam, 
Deny'd his wonted Succour, or with more 

Regret 
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Regret beheld her drooping, than the Bells. 
Of Lilies ; Faireft lilies not ifo fair. 

Queen Lilies I and ye painted:P6pu!acc !' 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ^mbrofial Lives y 
In Morn and Ev'ning Dew^ your Beauties bathe, 
Ajid drink'the San ; y/hich gives your Cheeks to glowj,. 
And oat-bliiih {mine excepted) ev'ry Fair ; 
i¥pii gladlier gre^> ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odours, Incenfe meet: 
To Thought fo pure. Ye lovely Fugitives I 
Coxval Race with Man ! forMan you fmile i. 
Why notfmile ^atf him too ? You ihare indeed. 
His fudden Pafs ; but not his conftant Pain* 

So Man is made, noi^ht.miniftersDelight». 
But what his glowing Pafiions can engage ; 
And glQwing PaHions, bent on aught Below, 
Muft, foon or late,, with Anguifh turn the Scale i; 
And Angttiih, after Rapture, how fevere I 
Rapture ? B(^d Man I who tempts the Wrath divine^. 
By plucking- Fruit denjfc'd to mortal. Tafte, 
Whilft Here^ prefuming on the Rights of Hdav'n*. 
For Transport doft Thou call on ev'ry Hour,. 
LoRjENzo i At thy Friend's Expence be wife % 
Lean. not on Earth ; 'Uvill pierce thee to the Heart 5-. 
A broken Re;ed, at befl: ; but, oft, a Spear ; 
Oil its (harp Point Peace bleeds^ and Hope expires. 

Turn, hopelefs Thought \ turn from H^r :— Thought: 
Refenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry Woe, [repell'd^. 

Snatch'd ere thy Prime ! and in thy bridal Houf I . 
And jvhea kind Forti^ne, with thy Lover, fmil'd ! . 
And when high-^flavoar'd thy freih^op 'ning Joys ! 
And when,blin(3 Man pronounc'd thy Blifs complete !j 
And on a Foreign Shore ; where Strangers wept I 
Strangers tp Thee ; , and^ morcfurErifing ftill, . 

Strangers, 
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Strangers to Kindncfe, w^pt ; TJieir Eyes let fall 

Inhuman Tears.; ftrange Tears ; that trickled dowiv 

From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tendcrnefs I 

A Tendernefsu that call'd them more.fevete ; 

In Spito of Nature's foft Perfuaiion, ftecl'd ; 

While Nature melted > Superftition rav'd ; 

That mourn'd the Dead j and This deny'd a Grave* 

Their Sighs incenft ; Sighs foreign to the Will I 
Their Will the Tyger fuck'd, outrag'dthe Storm- 
For Oh ! theciirft Ungodlinefs of Zeal I 
While/ff/tt/ Flejh relented, Spirit nurft 
In Wind Infallibility ^ Embrace, 
The Saittteil. Spirit petrify'd the Breaft ; 
I>eny'd the Charity of Di^it, to fpread 
0>r Duft ! a Charity their Dogs, enjoy. 
What could I do ? What Succour ? What Refource } , 
With pious Sacrilege a Grave I flole ; 
With impious Piety that Grave I wrong'd ; 
Short in my Duty ; Cqward in my Gcief I 
More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept. 
With foft-fufpended Step ; and, muffled deep 
In midnight Darknefs, 'whi/per^d.my Lall Sigh. 
I ^hifper^d what fl^odd echo thro' their Realms : 
Nor writ her Name, whofe Tomb fhould pierce the Skies. 
PrefumptuousFear I how durit I dread her Foes» 
While Nature's loudefl: Diftates I obey'd I 
Pardon Ncceffity, Bleft Shade ! Of Grief 
And Indignation rival BurHs I pour'd $ 
Half-execration mingled with my Pray'r ; 
Kindled at Man, whileJ his God ador'd \ 
Sore-grudg'd the Savage Land her Sacred Duft ; 
Stamp t the curft Soil ; and with Humanity 
(Deny'd Narcissa) wifh'd them all a Grave. 

Glows my Rcfentn^ent into Guilt ? What Guilt 
Can equal VipUktiQAa of t^e P^ad I 

Th<^ 


41 The Complaint. Nigfit 3. 

The Dead how Sacred ! Sacred is the Doft 
Of this Heav'n-labour'd Form, ereft, dirine! 
This Heav'n-afium'd majeitic Robe of Earthy 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure Insight, and cloath'd the Sun ia Gold* 
When ev'ry Paffion fleeps that can offend ;. 
When ftrikes ui ev'rf Motive that can melt ; 
When Man can wreak his Rancoar uncontroui'd. 
That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and Ill-will ; 
Thfftf Spleen to Dufi ? the Daft of Innocence f 
An Angel's Daft It— This Lucifer tranfcends ; 
When he contended for the Patriarch's BoRes> 
*Twas not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride ; 
The Strife of Pontiff Pride, not Pontiff GalL 

Far lefs than This is fhocking in a Race 
Mod njoretcbedi but from Streams of mutual Love^ 
^nd uncreated, but for Lore Divine ; 
And/but for Love Divine, this Moment, lojt^ 
By Fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs Night* 
Man hard of Heart to Man ! Of horrid Things 
Moft horrid ! 'Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange ! 
Yet oft his Courteiies are fmoother Wrongs ; 
Pride brandifhes the Favours He confers. 
And contumelious his Humanity : 
What then his Vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars ! 
And thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the Sound ; 
Man is to Man the foreft, fureft 111. 
A previous Blaft foretels the rifing Storm ; 
O'erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcano's bellow ere they difembogue ; 
Earth treihbles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 
And Smoke betrays the wide-confiiming Fire : 
Ruin from Man is moft concealed when near. 
And fends die dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 
Is this the Flight of Fancy ? Would it were ! 

Heav'n's 
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Heaven's Sov'reign faves all fieing3 bat Htmfelf^ 
That hideous Sight, a naked human Heart. 

Fir'd is the Mafe ? And kt theMufe be fir'd : 
Who not inflamM, when what He fpeaks, He feek. 
And in the Nerve moft tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind ! Philander had his Foes : 
He felt the Truths I iing, and I in Him. 
Bat He, nor I, feel more : Paft Ills, Narcissa f 
Are funk in Thee, Thou recent Wound of Heart ! ' 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Fangs ; 
Pangs Asm'fOBS* as the nurn'rous Ills that fwarm'd 
0*cr thy diftinguifht Fate, and, cluft'ring There 
Thick as the Locud on the Land of Nikf 
Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Grave. 
Relied (if not forgot my touching Tale) 
How was each Circumilance with Afpics arm'd ? 
An Afpic, Each ; and All, an Hydra-Wot. 
What Strong Hircukan Virtue could faffice ?-^ 
Or is it Virtue to be conquer*d Here ? 
This hoary Chj^k a Train of Tears bedews ; 
And each Tear mooms its own ^/^/>^ DiHrefs ; 
And each DiHrefs, dii!inAly mourn'd, demands 
Of Grief ftill more, as heighten^ by the Whole. 
A Grief like this Proprietors excludes : 
Not Friends alone fuch Obfequies deplore ; 
They make Mankind the Moornei^ ; carry Sighs 
far as the fatal Fa?ne can wing her Way ; 
And turn the gayeft Thought of gay eft Agt^ 
Down their right Channel, thro' the Vale of Death. 

The Vale of Death \ that hulht Cimmerian Vale, 

Where Z>tfri;2^, brooding o'er unfinifli'd Fates, 

With Raven Wing incumbent, waits the Day 

(Dread Day !) that interdids all future Change t 

That Subterranean World, that Land gf Ruin \ 

FitWalk^ Lorenzo, fpr proud human Thought ! 

Therf 
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Tlire let my Thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balfamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, ' 
Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, ' J7^r^» 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own, 
My Soul ! " The Fruits of Dying Friends furvey j' 
** Expofe the Vain of Life ; weigh Life and Death v 
" Give Death his Eulogy j Thy Fear fubdue ; 
*• And labour that Firft P^lm of npble Minds,, 
•» A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb.'* 

This Harveft reap from thy N a r c i fi s a *s Grave* 
As Poet's feign'd from Ajax* ftreaming Blood 
Arofe, with Grief infcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r ; 
Liit Wifdom bloflbm from my mortal Wound. 
An^Jirfi^ of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Thefe ^ 
It ferings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 
'Voc\\2i(<^<om^.^^^oughtlejffhe/s, Fear^ Pridiy a.nd Gjii It ^ 

Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
To damp ojar brainlefs Ardors ; and abate 
That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wife. 
Our dying Fri^ds are Pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged' Pufs to Death ; to break, thofe Bar$« 
Of Ter^jor, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
Orofs our. ql^ftru^ed Wiay ^ and, thm,. to make^ 
Welcome^ asi^^, our Pprt from cv'ry Storm. 
Each Friend by Fate fnatch'd from us, is a Plume 
Placktfrom the Wing of human Vanity, 
Which makes us ftoop from our aereal Heights, 
And, dampt with Omen of our own Deceafe, 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower'd, 
- Juft ijcim Earth's Surface, ere we break it dp,. 
O'er putrid Earth to fcratch a little Daft, 
And fave the World a Nuifance. Smitten Friends. 
Arc Angels fent on Errands full of Love ; 
For us they laoguiibj and for us they diej 
And (hall th^ lapguiAi^ ,ihall they die, in vain ? 

Ungr^tefal,^ 
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Ungrateful, fliall we grieve their hov'ring Shades,^ 
Which wait the Revolution in our Hearts ? 
-Shall we difdain their filent, foft Addrefs ; . 
Their pofthumous Advice, and pious Pray'r ? 
Senfelefs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under-foot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Fruftrate their Anguifh, and deflroy their Deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no ; the Thought of Death indulge ; 
Give it its wholefome Empire ! let it reign. 
That kindChaflifer of thy Soul in Joy ! 
Its Reign will fpread thy glorious Conquefts far^ 
And fUll the Tamults- of thy rufHed Breaft : 
Aufpicious JEvsL ! Golden Days, begin ! 
The Thought of Death, (hall, like a God; infpire. 
And why not think on Death ? Is Life the Theme 
Of ev'ry Thought ? and Wifh of ev*ry Hour ? 
And Song of ov^ry Joy ? Surprifing Truth ! 
The beaten Spaniel's Fondnefs not fo flrangc^ 
To wave the numerous Ills that feize on Life 
As their own Property, ' their lawful Prey ; 
Ere Man has meafui^d half his weary Stage, 
His Luxuries have left him no Referve, 
No maiden Reliihes, unbroacht Delights ; 
On cold-ferv'd Repetitions He fubfifts. 
And in the taftclefs Prefent chews the Pafl ; 
Difguded chews, and fcarce can fwallow down* 
Like lavifli Anceftors, his earlier Years 
Have difinheritcd his future Hours, 
Which flarveon Orts^ and ^Zf<7« their former Field. 

Live ever Here, Lorenzo 1 — -.Shocking Thought! 

So (hocking, they who wifli, difown it too ; 

Difown from Shame, what they from Folly crave. 

Live ever in the Womb, nor fee . the Light ? 

For what live ^ver Here ? — With laboring Step 

To tread our former Footlleps ? Pace the Round 

Eternal I 


_ .1 

46 fie Complaint. Nighty. 

Eternal ? To climb Life's worn, heavy Wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat. 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
The former mock ? To furfeit on the Same, 
And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Mifery 
For Change, tho* fad? To fee what we have feen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabber'd Tale ? 
To tafte the tailed, and at each Return 
Lefs taileful ? O'er our Palates to decant . 
Another Vintage ? Strain a flatter Year, 
Thro' loaded VefTels, and a laxer Tone ? 
Cra^y Machine's to grind Earth's wafted Fruits ! 
Ill-ground, and worfe-concodled ! Load, -not Life ! 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs i 
Still-ftreaming Thorough-fares of dull Debauch ! 
Trembling each Gulp, left Death ihould fnatch the Bowl. 

Such of our Fine ones is the Wifli refin'd ! 
So would they have it : Elegant De£re ! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls, and Wilds i 
But fuch Examples might their Riot awe. 
Thro' Want of Virtue, that is. Want of Thought, 
(Tho' outright Thought they father all their Flights) 
To what are they rediic'd ? To love, and hate. 
The fame vain World ; To cenfure, and efpoufe. 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
Thro' Dread of Worfe ; To cling to this rode Rock, 
Barren, to them, of Good, and (harp with Ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending Storms, 
And infamous for Wrecks of human Hope - 
Scar'd at the gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such arc their Triumphs 1 fuch their Pangs of Joy ! 

^Tis Time, high Time, to (hift this difmal Scene* 
This hugged, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 

4 VlHTUE— 
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ViJituB— >S}ie« wonder-working Goddefs ! charms 
That Rock to bloom ; and tames the paimitd Sbrcw ; 
And what will more Ai^prife* Lorenzo ! gives 
To Life's fick, naufeoos deration. Change ; 
And flraitens Nature's Circle to a Line. 
Believ'ftThoa This, Lorenzo ? Lend an Ear, ' 
A patient Ear, Thou'lt blaih to diibdieve. 

A languid, leaden Iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er Thofe, whofe Joys are Joys 
Of Sight, Smell, Tafle : The Cuckow-feafons £i^ 
The fame dnll Note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe Seafons from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Sen^ indulge. But nobler Mindsj^ 
Which reliih Fruits unripen'd by the Suxt 
Make their Days various ; various as the Dyes 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in hij Rays. 
On Mtnds of Dove-like Innocence pofleft. 
On lighten'd Minds, that balk in Virtue's Beam's, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing eU revolves 
in T&att for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their gloiious Efforts, wing'd with Heav'nly Hope^ 
Each rifing Morning fees ftill higher rife ; 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefents 
To worth maturing, new Strength, Luftre, Fame ; 
While Nature*^ Circle, like a Chariot-wheel 
HoUing beneath their elevated Aims, 
Makes their fair Profpedl fairer ev'ry Hour ; 
Advancing Firiue, in a Line to BU/s ; 
fFirtutf which Chnftian Motives bed infpire ! 
And BUfif which Chriilian Schemes alone enfure 1 

And ihail we then, for Virtue's Sake, commence 

Apoftates ? and turn Infidels for Joy ? 

A Truth it is. Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 

«' He fins againft this Life, who flights the i?«p/." 

What is this Life ? How Few their Favorite know ? 

Fond 
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. Fond in the Dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
B/paflionately* loving Life, we make 
Lov'dXife unlovely ; iiugging her to Deaths 
We give to Timer Eternity's Regard ; , 

And, dreaming, take our Paffage/or our Port. 
Life hdis no Value, as*an End, but Means ; 
An End deplbrable ! a Means divine ! ■ 
When 'tis our Ally 'tis Nothing ; worfe than Nought | 
A Neft* of Pains ; when* held as Nothing, Much : 
Likcfdme fair Hum'rifts, Life is moft enjoy'd. 
When courted leaft ; moft worth, when difefteem'd | 
Then" 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace ; 
In Proipeft richer far j Important ! Awful I 
Not to be mention*d, but with Shouts of Praife ! 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy ! 
The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs ! v 

Where nOw the i^arren Rock ? the painted Shrt^ ^ 
Where' now, Lorenzo! Life's eternal Round ? 
Have 1 not made* my triple Promife good i 
Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying-Scenc, 
Whofe Wbrth ambiguous rifes, and decHses ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 
AtTifts me Here) Compare it to the Moon ; 
Dark in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich 
Jn borroiu^d Luftre from a higher Sphere. 
When grofs Guilt interpofes, Lab'ring Earth, 
O'erfliadow'd, mourns a deep Ec^pfe of ]6y ; 
Her Joys, at brighteft, pallid to that Font 
Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that Glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo 
A good Man, and an Angel ! Thefe between 
How thin the Barrier*?- What divides their'Fate? 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a Year ; 
Or, if an Age, it is a Moment flill j 

A Moment 
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A Moment, or Eternity's forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, who now are Gods ; 

Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies. 

Starts timid Natare at the gloomy Pafs ? 

l^t/ofi Tranfition call it ; and be chear'd : 

Zuch it is often, and why not to Thee ? 

To hope the beft is pious, brave, and wife % 

And may itfelf procun^ what it pre/umes. 

Life is much flatterM, Death is much traduc'd ; 

Compare the Rivals, and the kinder crown. 

*^' Strange Competition r^ — ^True, Lorenzo"! Strange! 

So Little Life can caft into the Scale. 

Life makes the Soul dependent on the Daft ;* 
Death gives her Wings to mount above the Spheres. 
Thro* Chinks, ftyPd Organs, dim Life peeps at Light ; 
Death burils th' involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 
All Eye, all Ear, the difembody'd Power. 
Death has feign'd Evils, Nature fhall not feel ; 
Liftf Ills fttbllantial, Wifdom cannot ihnn. 
Is not the mighty M/W, that Son of Heaven ! 
By Tyrant Life dethron'd, imprifonM, pain'd } 
By Death inlarg'd, ennobled, deifyM ? 
Death but in tombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 

** Is Death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his Way 
«« With dreadful Wafte of what deferves to ihine ! " 
•* Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Power ! 
** With various Luftres nefe light up the World, 
** Which Z>^tf/4puts out, and darkens human Race." 
I grant, Loren2o ! this Indidment jufl : 
The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror ! 
Death humbles Thefe ; more barb'rous Life^ the Man* 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldering Clay ; 
Deathy of the Spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no Dread, but what frail Life imparts ; 
Nor Life true Joy, but what kind Death improves. 
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No Blifs h2LS Li/e to boaH, till D^afi^ can give 
Far greater ; Life's a Debtor to the Grave* 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day. 

Lorenzo ! bluih at Fondnefs for a hife^ 
Which fends celellial Souls on Errands vile, 
^o cater for the ^enfe^ dnd ferve at Boardsiv 
Where ^\*rf Ranger of .the Wilds, perhaps 
£ach Reptile, juftly claims our upper Hand. 
Luxurious FeafI: ! a Soiil, a Soul immorta}. 
In all the Dainties of a Brut^ bemir'd 1 
Lorenzo I bluih at Terror for a Deatbt 
Which gives thee to repofe in feJlive Bow'rs, 
Where Nedars fparkle. Angels minifter. 
And more than Angels (hare, and raife, and crown. 
And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burib of Blifs. 
What need I more \ O Deaths the Palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded Harbingers, 
Age^ zxAI>ifeafe ;, Difeafe, tho' long my Gued ; 
That plucks my Nerves, thoie tender Strings of Life ; 
Which, pluckt a little mone, will toll the Bell, 
Thai calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Teai;, 
While Reaibn and Religiqn, better taught. 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant. Death is Vidory j 
It binds in Chains the raging Ills of Life : 
Luft and Ambition^ Wrath and A^varice^ 
Di:^gg*d at his Chariot-wheel, applaud his Power. 
That Ills corroiive, Cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O Death I is Thine. 
Our Day of Diflblution ! — Name it right ; 
•Tis our great Pay-day ; 'tis our Harveft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' the Sickle, fometimes keen« 
JuD: fears us as we reap the golden Grain ? 
More than thy Balm, O GiUad ! heals the Wound. 
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BirfF% feeble Cry, and Death^s deep difinal Groan, 

Are flender Tributes low-taxt Nature pays 

For mighty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life ! 

But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends. 

Life dies, compared ; Life lives beyond the Grave. 

And feel I, Death ! no Joy fiom Thought of Thee ? 
Deaths the great Counfellor, who Man infpires 
With esi*rf nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Deaths the Deliverer, who refcnes Man ! 
Deaths the Rewarder, who the Refcu'd crowns ! 
Deaiby that abfolves my Birth ; a Curfe without it \ 
Rich Deaths that realizes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; withovt it a Chimera \ 
Deaths of Ml Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
Joy's Source^ and Subjea^ ftill fubfift unhurt ; 
One, in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire ; 
Tho' the four Winds were warring for my Dull. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, apd central Night, 
Tho' prifon'd there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature's prcudeft Spheres) 
And live etaire. Death is the Crown of Life ; 
Were Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain ; 
Were Death deny'd, to live would hot be Life ; 
Were Death deny'd, ev'n Fools would wiih to die. 
Death wounds to cure : We fall ; we rife ; we reign 1 
Spring from our Fetters ; faften in the Skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight : 
Death gives us more than was in Edea. loft. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. . 
When fhall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death ? 
When ihaU I dicr ?— When IhaU I live for ever I 
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DEATH, 

And Proper Sentiments of Heart or 
that IneftimaUe Blefiifig. 

. Huinbly Infcribed 

To theHonW^ j^r. TORKE. 


AMttdi-indebtcd Mofe, O Yorke ! intrudes. 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 
Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Song. 
How deep implanted in the Breaft of Man 
The Dread of Death ? I fing its fov'reign Cure. 

Wh)r ftart at Death? Where is he? Death arriv'd, 
U paft ; not come, or gone, He's never here. 
Ere Hopey S en/atiofi^f aih ; Black-boding Man 
Jtecei^esy not /ufers. Death's tremendous Blow. 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave ; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darkncfs, and the Worm ; 

Thefc 
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Thefe arethc Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 
Imaginauon*s Fool, and Error^s Wretch, 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made ; 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
And feels a thoufand Deaths,, in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful^u what has Age to fear f 
If prudent. Age fhould meet the friendly Fot , 
And fhelter in his hofpitable Gloom. 
I icarce can meet a Monument, but holds 
My Younger ; cv'ry Date cries — " Come away.*'' 
And what recallrme ? Look the World around^ 
And tell me what : The Wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full Range, on juft Dijlihe'% unbounded Field ; 
Of Things, the Vanity ; of Men, the Flaws ; 
Flaws in the Beft ; the Many, Flaw all o'er 5 
As Leopards, fpotted, of, as JEthuffs^ dark;: 
Vivacious ///; Good dying immature ; 
(How immature, Narcissa's Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endlefs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho' bold, would ficken at the Sight, 
And fpcnd itfelf in Sighs, ioT future Scenes. 

But grant to Life (and jafl it is to grant 
To luciy Life) fome Perquifites of Joy ; 
A Time there is, when, like a thrice- told Tale,. 
Long-rifled Life of Sweet can yield no more. 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, 
Pleafing Reflexions on Parts well-fuftain'd. 
Or purpos'd Emendations where we faiPd, 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her Tinfel, and her Plume,. 
And drop this Malk of Flcfh behind the Scene*. 

D 3 With 
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With ine» that Time ia come ; my World is dead ; 
A new World rifes, and new Manners reign : 
Foreign Comedians, a Ipruce Band 1 arrive. 
To puih me from the Scene, or hifs me there. 
What a pert Race ftarts up ! the Strangers gasee. 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknown $ 
'Nor that the worft : Ah me ! the dire Effect 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long ; 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice), 
My very Matter knows me not.— — 

Shall rdare fay. Peculiar is the Fate ? 
I've been fo longremembePd, Tm forgot. 
An Object ever preifing dims the Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor to be feen. 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it as the Neftar of the Great j 

And fqueeze my Hand, and beg me come To-morrOw $ 

Refufal! can'ft thou wear a fmoother Form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme : 

Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Duub : f 

Twice-told the Period fpdnt on ftubborn Troy^ 

Court-Favour, yet untaken, I befiegc j 

Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 

Alas ! Ambition makes my Little, lefs 5 

Embitt'ring the Poffefs'd : Why wifli for more ? 

M'ijhtngx of all Employments, is the word ; 

Philofophy's Rcvcrfe 5 and Health's Decay ! 

Were I as plump, as ftall'd Theology, 

Wiping would wade me to this Shade again. 

Were I as wealthy as a South- Sea Dream, 

Wiping is an Expedient to be poor. 

Wijbing^ that conft'ant HeSic of a Fool ; 

Caught at a Court ; purg'd off by purer Air, 

And iimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life ! 

Bleft 
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Bleft bs that Hand divine, which gently laiil 
MyHeaJrt at Reft, beneath this humble Shed; 
The World's a llately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 
With Pleasure feen, bat boarded at our Peril : 
Here, on a'fingle Plank, thrown fafe a(hore, 
I hear the Tumult of the difbint Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ; 
And meditate on Scenes, more £lent ftiU ; 
Purfuc my Theme, and fight the Fear of Deaths 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 
Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staffs 
Eager Jmhition's fiery Chace I fee ? 
I fee the circling Hunt of nolfy Men^, 
Buril Law*SiInclofure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
Purfuing, and purfa'd, each other's Prey j 
As Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Deatk, that mighty Hunter, earths them alii 

Why all this Toilfor Triumphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame ? 
Earth's higheft Station ends in, << Here he lies :" 
And ** Duft to Dull" concludes her noblell Song. 
If .this* Song lives, Pofterity (hall know 
One, tho* in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, . 
Who thought ev'n Gold might come a Day too late ^ 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 
Some Avocation deeming it— -to die ; 
Unbit by Rage canine of dying rich ; 
Guilt's Blunder ! and the loudeft Laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals I Remnants of yourfelves ! 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave I 
Shall we, ihall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and clofer cling. 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall oor pale> wither'd Hands,. be Hill ftretch'd out, 
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Trembling, at once, with Eagernefs and Age ? 
With Av'rice, and Convulfions, grasping hard ? 
Grafping at Air ! for what has Earth befide ? 
Man wants but. Little; nor that Little, long; 
How foon xtSiifk he refign his very Dail, 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour ! 
Years unexperienced nih on numerous Ills ; 
And foon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 

When in this Vale of Years I backward look. 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fuch« 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age^ 
And flrider on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life's fubtle Game, I fcarce believe 
I ilill furvive : And am I fond of Life, 
Who fcarce can think it poifible, I live f 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead ! If I am flill alive, , 
Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
Firmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life's Lee is not more JhaUow, than impure. 
And ^apid ; Sen/e and Rea/on fhcw the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duft, 

O Thou great Arbiter of Life and Death I 

Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun ; 

Whofe all-prolific Beam late call'd me forth 

From Darknefs, teeming Darknefs, where IJay 

The Worm's Inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 

The Duft I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 

To drink the Spirit of ^e golden Day, . 

And triampb in Exiftenc^ ; and couldil know 

No Motive, but my Biifs ; and haft ordain'^d 

A Rife in Bleffing ! with the Patriarch's Joy, 

Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown ; 

I truH in Thee, and know in whom I trufV ; 

Or 
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Or Life or Deaths is equal ; neither weighs : 
All Weight in this— O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho' Natures Terrors, thus, may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death ; Guilt points the Tyrant's SpeaTj. 
And whence all human Guilt ? From Death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at Nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warnings^ which around me flew ; 
And fmil'd, unfmitten : Small my Caufe to fmile f 
Deatif*^ Admonitions, like Shafts upwards ihot. 
More dreadful by Delay ; the longer ere 
They ilrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wounds 
O think how deep, Lorenzo \ kere it ftings : 
Who can appeafe its Angui(h-? How it bums \ 
What Hand the barb'd, invenom'd. Thought can-draw V- 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Pieace; 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 

With Joy, — with Grief, that healing Hand I fee ;; 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! It is fix'd on high» 
On high ? — ^What means my Phrenzy i I blafphtme r 
Alas ! how k^ f how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it fbrm'd ; and now it bleeds for me' ■ » - 
But bleeds the Balm I want-«*yet iHU it Heeds ; 
Draw the dire Steel — Ah no !— the dreadful Blefling 
What Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope ; that Nail fupporta^ 
The fsdling Univerfc : That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us; and the difmal Wifh 

Creadon had been fmother'd in her Birth 

Darknefs His Curfain, and His Bed the Dull ; 
When Stars and Sun are Dull beneath his Throne C 
In Heav'n itfelf can* fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
Owhat a Groan was there 1 A Groan mt His, 
He feisv'd our dreadful Right ; the Load fuftain'd y 
And heav'd.the Mountain from a gtrilty World. 
A thoofand Worlds, fi bought, were bought too dear. 
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Senfadons nnv in Angels Bofoms rife ; 

Sufpend their Song ; and make a Paufe in Blifs. 
O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme I 

InTpire me. Night ! with all thy tunefal Spheres inipire ; 

Whllft I with Seraphs ihare feraphic Themes, 

And (hew to Men the Dignity of Man ; 

Left I blafpheme my Subjed with my Song. 

Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 

And Chriftian languifh ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 

Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart I awake. 

What can awake thee, unawak'd by tbis^ 

V Expended Deity on human Weal ?" 

Feel the great Truths^ which bu^ft the tenfold Night 

Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 

Of endlefs Day : To feel, is to be fir'd 5 

And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 

Thou mofi: indulgent, mod tremendous Pow|r ! 

Scill more tremendous, for thy wond'rous Love ! 

That arms, with Awe more aweful, thy Commands ; 
^ And foul Tranfgreflion dips in fev'nfbld Night, 

How our. Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe I 

In Love immenfe, inviolably Juft ! 

Thou, rather than thy Jujtice fhould be ftainM, 

Didft ftain xhtCro/s 5 and, Work of Wonders far 

I'he greateft, that thy Dcarcft far might bleed. 
Bold Thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs ? 

Should Man more execrate^ ox boaft^ the Guilt 

Which rous'd fuch Vengeance ? which fuchLove inflamed? 

O'er Guilt (how mountainous !) with out-ftretcht Arms, 

Stem Jufiice^ and foft-fmiling Lovey embrace, 

Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, ' 

When feem'd its Majefty to need Support, 

Or Tbett^ or Man^ inevitably loft. 

What, but the Fathomle/s of Thought divine, 
. Could labour fuch Expedient from Defpair, 

And 


The Cbriftiatr I'riumpb^ . 59 

And refcue both ! Both refcue !*Both exalt! 
O how are both exalted by (he Deed! 
The wond'rous Deed ! or fhall I call it more ^ 
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf ! 
A Myilery, no iefs to Gods than Men ! 

Not, thus, our- Infidels th' Eternal draw» 
A God all o'er» confammate, abfolntey 
Full-orb'd, iii ,hi» whole Round of Rays complete : 
Thejf fet at Odds Heaven's jariing Attxibutes; 
And, with one Excellence,, another wound ; 
Maim Heav'n*s Perfection, break its equal Beams^. 
Bid Mercy triumph over-— God himfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praife : 
A God JII Mercy,^ is a God unjufU 

Ye brainlefs Wits ! ye baptiz'd lafidek! 
Ye worfe for, mending ! waih.'d. to fouler Stains !' 
The Ranfom was paid down ;• the Fund, of Heav'n«< 
Heav'n's inexbauftible exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing^ and amaz'd, pour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond : Tho' curious to compute,. 
Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty Sum u 
Its Value vaft ungraipt by Minds CreaUy. 
For ever hidifes, and; glows in, the Sufreme. 

And was the Ranfom paid b It was : and paid<' 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) For Tou, 
The Sun beheld it-<-No, the ihocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Midnight yeiVd his Face ;; 
Not fuch as This ; not fuch as Nature makes ;. 
.A Midnight f Nature (hudder'duo behold ; 
ji Midnight new 1 a dread Eclipfe (without 
Oppoiing Spheres) from her Creator's Krown T' 
Sun /: didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? Or dart 
At: that enormous Load of human Guilt, 
JWIhich bow'd his bleffed Head ; o'erwhelm'd his Crofs ;. 
Made groan the Centre ;. burft Earth's marble. Wo*nb^ 

D- 6 With. 
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th Pangs, ilrange Paogs 1 detiver'd of her Dead } 
11 howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear ; 
av'n wept, that Men might fmile ! Heav'n bled, that 
ght never die !— [Man 

And is Devotion Virtue ? *Tis cwnpeWd : 
hat Heart of Stone, bat glows at Thoughts HkeThe^ ? 
ch Contemplations mount us ; and ihould mount 
le Mind dill higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 
iraptur*d, uninflam'd.— Where roll my Thought* . 
3 reft from Wonders ? Other Wonders rife ; 
(id ftrike where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
eav'n's fov'reign Bleffings, cluftVing from the Crofs, 
afh on her, in a Throng, and clofe her round, 

he Pris'ner of Amaze ! In His bfeft Lifff 

fee the Path^ and, in His Deaib, the Frice^ 

nd in His great AfienU the Prmf Supreme 

f Immortality.-**- And did He rife ? 

ear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead ! 

e rofe ! He rofe L He burft the Bars of Death. 

ft up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 

nd give the King of Glory to come in : 

'ho is the King of Glory ?. He who left 

is Throne of Glory^ for the Pang of Deadi ; 

ifc up your Heads, ye everlalting Gates I 

nd give the King of Glory to come in. 

''ho is the King of Glory ? He who flew 

he rav'nous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race I 

he King- of Glory, He, whofe Glory i:^^ 

eav*n with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 

nd with Divine Complacency beheld 

><ivV/ moil illumin'd, wilder'd in the Theme. 

The Theme, the Joy, how then (hall Man fuftatn ? 

h the burft Gates ! cruih'd Sting ! demolifh'd Throne ! 

lilGafp! ofvanqui(h*dDeath. ShoutEarthandHeav'n! 

his Sum of Good to Man» ^Fbt^e Nature, then. 

Took 


. 
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Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb t 
Then, thea, I cofe ; thea firft Humanity 
Triamphant pad the Cfyftal Ports of Light, 
(Stapendbat Gueft !) and feiz'd eternal Yoath, 
Seiz'd in our Naaie% £*er finee, 'tis blafphemons 
To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 
Was, then, trans&rr*d to Death ; and Heav'n's Duration^ 
Unalienabl)r feal'd to this frail Frame, 
This Child of Duft^Man, all* immortal \ Hail ; 
Hail, Heav'n ! all-layiih of ftrange Gifts to Man ! 
Thine all the Glory ; Man's the boandlcfs Blifs* 
Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Chriftjan Joy^s exulting Wing, above 

Th' Joman Mount f — Alas, fmall Caufe for Joy ! 

What if to Pain immortal f If Extent 

Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe ? 

Where, then, my Boaft of Immortality ? 

I boaft it ftill, tho' cover'd o'er with Guilt ; 

For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life he pour'd ; 

'TIS Guilt alone can juftify ffis Death ; 

Nor That^ nnlefs His Death can juftify 

Relenting Guilt in Heav'n's indulgent Sight* 

If, iick of Folly, I relent ; He writes 

My Name in Heav'n, with that inverted Spear 

(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood \) which pierc'd his Side, 

And open'd there a Font for all Mankind, 

Who ftnve, who combat Crimes, 'to drink, and live : 

This, only this^ fubdues the Fiear of Death, 

And what is This ? — Survey the wond'rous Cure : 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife ! 
" Pardon for infinite Offence \ and Pardon 

Thro' Means, that fpeak its Value infinite ! 

A Pardonr bought with Blood ! with Blood Divine \ 
** With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe ! 
** Perfiftcd to provoke ! tho' woo'd and aw'd, 
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<« Blelt, and chaftis'd, a flagrant Rebel (till ! 

" A Rebel, 'midft the Thunders of his Throne X 

*«^Nor I alone ! a Rebel Univerfe ! 

** My Species up in Arms ! not One exempt ! 

" Yet for the Fouleft of the Foul, He dies ;, 

" Moft joy'd, for theRedcem'd from deepeft Guilt I 

« As if our Race were held of higheli Rank ; 

'< And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man !'^ 

Bound, -ev'ry Heart ! and, ev'ry Bofom» burn t ' 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here ! 
Its lowed Round, high planted on the Skies ; 
Its tow'ring Summit loft beyond the Thought 
Of Man or Angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Afcent, with equal Praiie L 
Prai/e ! flow for ever, (if Aftonifliment. 
Will give thee Leave) my^Praifc ! for ever flow;.^ 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High HeavV 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd ; 
And all hes fpicy Mountains in a Flame, 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n,. (hall Fraife defcendf. 
With her foft Plume. (from/Ai»/f«i;« Angela. Wing^ 
Firft pluck'd'by Man) to tickle mortal* Ears,. 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great ? 
Is Fraife the Pcrqnifite of ey'ry Paw, 
Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold ?. 
Oh Love of Gold ! thou meaneft of Amours ! . 
Shall Prxufe her Odours wafte on Virtue's Dead,. 
Embalm the Bafe, perfume the Stench of Guilt,. 
Earn dirty Bread by wafhing Ethiops fair. 
Removing Filth, or finking it from Sight,, 
A Scavenger in Scenes , where ^vacant Polls,. 
Like Gibbeis yet untenanted, expedt 
Their, future Ornaments ? From Courts and Tl|rones». 
Return, apoftate -Prtf/;/9 / thou Vagabond ! 

. 4 Thou* 
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Thou Proflitute ! to thy firft Love return. 
Thy firft, thy greateft» once unrivaPd Theme^ 

There flow redundant ; like Meander flow^ 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the Tongue ito found, the Thought to foar. 
The Soul^o ht. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe drradful Eye they bow 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt ; and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire / whom Thrones celeftial ceafelefs fing ; 
To proftrate Angel?, an amazing Scene ! 
O the Prefumption of Man's Awe for Man ! 
Man's Author ! End ! ReHocer ! Law ! and judge i 
Thine, All ; Day thine, and thine this Gloom of Nigbi^ 
With ^11 her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds i 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ?. 
What, Heaven's meridian Glory, but thy Smile I 
And (hall not Praife be Thine ? Not Human Praife ? 
While Heav'n's high Hoft on Hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 

My Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 

And all her Infinite of Profpedl fair. 

Cut thro* the Shades of HelJ, great Love / by Thee, 

Oh moH adorable ] moA anador'd ! 

Where Iball that Praife begiq, which ne'er fhould cnd.?l 

Where-e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applanfe ! 

How is Night*z fable Mantle labouc'd o'er. 

How richly wrought, with Attributes divine ! 

What Wifdom fhines I what Love I This Midnight Pbmp^ 

This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd ! 

Built with divine Ambition I nought to Thee ^. 

For Others this Profufion : Thou, Apart, 

Above ! Beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 

Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep ? 

Call to the Sun^ or aik the roaring Winds^ 

' Fot 
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For their Creator ? Shatl I queftion kwd 
The Thunder, if in tfeat th* Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds he furious Storms in ftreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirl<winds wheel his rapid Car ? 

What mean tKe(e Queili(»8 ?«— Trembling I retradf 
My proftrate Soul adpr^s th&prefent God : 
Praife I a diftant Deity ? He tunes 
My Voice (if tun'd) ; the Nerve, that writes, fuftama; 
Wrap'd in his Being, I refoend his Praife : 
But tho' paft Ail diffused, widiont a Shore, 
His Eflence; local is his Throne (as meet). 
To gather the Difperft (a» Standards call> ^ 
The Lifted from afar) ; 10 fix a Point,- 
A central Point, coUefUve of his Sons, 
Sinct Jinite cr'ry Nature, but his own. 
The namelefs He, whole Nod is Nature^a Birth ;^ 
And Nature*s Shield, the Shadow of his Hand f 
Her DilTolution, his fufpended Smile I 
The great Firft-Lafi ! pavilion'd high he fits 
In Darknefs, from exceilive Splendor, borne. 
By Gods unfeen, unlefs thro' Luilre loiL 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright. 
As that to central Horrors ; He looks down 
On all that foars ; and fpans Immenfity. 

Tho' Night unnumbered Worlds unfolds to View» 
Boundlefs Creation ! what art thou ? A Beam, 
A mere Effluvium of his Majcfty : 
And fhall an Atom of this Atom-World 
Mutter, in DuA and Sin, the Theme of Heaven ^ 
Down to the Centre fhould I fend my Thought 
Thro' Beds of glittVing Ore, and glowing Gems, 
Their beggar'd'BIaze wants Luflre for my Lay j 
Goes out in Darknefs : If, on tow'ring Wing, 
I fend it thro' the boundlefs Vault of Stars ; 
ThiJ Stars, tho' rich, what Drofs their Gold to Thee, 

Great I 
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Great ! Good ! Wife ! Woaderful ! Eternal Kiftg ! 
If to thofe con/cUut Start thy Throne aroumi> 
Praife ever-pottring» and imbibing Bliis ; ^ 

And aik their Sunin ; They want it, men they want^ 
Poor their Abandance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor cold. 
Indebted ftill, their Higheik Rapture bums ; 
Short of its Mark, defediye» tho' divine. 

Still more-^This Theme is^ Man's, and Man's alone ^ 
Their vaft Appointments reach it not : They fee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulged on high ; 
And £io-wmvard look for Heav'n's fuperior Praife i 
Firlt'born of Ether ! high in Fields of Light I 
View Man, to fee the Glory of your God I 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd ^ere ; 
And fome diJ envy ; and the refl, tho' Gods, 
Yet ftill Gods unndeenCd (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh theDufi againft the Skies) , 
They kfs would yif/, tho' more adorn, my Theme« 
They fung Creation (for in that they ihar'd ; 
How rofe in Melody, the. Child of Itoye ! 
Creation* s great Superior, Man ! is Thine ; 
Thine is Redemption ; They juft gave the Key ; 
'Tis Thine to raife, and eternize> the Song ; 
Tho* human, yet divine ; for fhould not this 
Raife Man o'er Man, and kindle Seraphs here f 
Redemption I 'twas Creation more fublime $ 
Redemption ! 'twas the Labour of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour — It was Death in Heav'n, 
A Truth fo ftrange ! 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far .bolder ilill, to difl)clieve. 

Here paufe, and ponder : Was there Death in Heav'n f 

What then on Earth ? On Earth, which ftruck the Blow I 

Who ilruck it ? Who ?— O how is Man inlarg'd^ 

Seen thro* thisMe^um ! how the Pygmy tow'rs ! 

How 
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How cmmterpois'd bis Ongin from Duil !' 
How counterpois'd, to Duft his. fad Return ! 
How voided his vail Diilance from the Skies ? 
How near he prefles on the Seraph's Wing ! 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ^ 
How This demonilratesy diro' the thickeft Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenH, the Son of (ieav'n I. 
The douile Son ; the Made, and the Re-made ! 
And (hall Heav'n's double Property be loft ? 
Man*s doiible Madnefs only can defiroy. 
To Man^e bleeding Crofs has promis'd JJIp 
The bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal Grace ; 
Who gave his Life, what Grace (hall He deny f 
O ye ! who, from this RocJk of Agesy leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep I 
What cordial Joy, what Confolation ftrong, 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 
Our Int'rell in the Mafter of the Storm ? 
Cling there^ and in wreck'd Nature's Rains/mZf ; 
While vile Apoftates inmhle in a Calm. 

Man ! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centies there x 
To none Man feems- ignoble, but to Man ^ 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire- x 
How long ihall Human Nature be 7]^f/>Book» . 
Degen'rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reafon fheds (hews Wonders There ; 
What high Contents ! Illudripus Faculties ! 
But the grand Comment ^ which difplays at Full 
Our human Height, fcarce fever'd from Divine. 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publifh'd on the Crofi. 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfelf 
An aweful Stranger, a Terreftrial God I 
A g;lonous Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal life f 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm r 

I gaze. 
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I gaze, andy as T gaze, my mounting Sou) 
Catches ftrange Fire, Eternity ! at Thee ; 
And drops the World — or rather, more enjoys t 
How changM the Face of Nature ! how improved ! 
What fi^m'd a Chaqsy fhines a glorious World, 
Or, what a World, an Eden ; heightened all ! 
It is another Scene ! another Self ! 
And ftill another, as Time rolls along ; 
And that a Silf far more illuftrious (till. 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades 
. Uopierc'd by bold Conjecture's keeneft Ray, 
What Evolutions of furpriiing Fate ! 
Uoi^ Kature opens, and receives my Soul 
In boundlefs Walks of xaptur'd Thought ! Where Godt 
Encounter, and embrace me ! What ndw Births 
Of ftrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever exifls. 
Old Tme^ and fair Creathny are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant ? Of Man we form % 
Extravagant Conception, to be juft : 
C9nception unconfin'd wants Wings to reach him : 
"Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He^ the great Father ! kindled at one Flame 
The World of Ratidnals ; one Spirit pour'd 
From Spirit's aweful Fountain ; pour'd Himfelf 
Thro' all their Souls ; but not in equal Stream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th'. infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when paft 
Their various Trials, in their vario^s Spheres, 
If thiey continue rational, as made, 
Keforbs them all into Himielf again ; ' 
His Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crown. 

tVhy doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to fing, 

Tho' ytXunfufigy as deem'd, perhaps, too boldf 

'Angels are Mea of a fuperior Kind; 

• AngeU 
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Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad. 
High o'er celeftial Mountains ^yingM in Flight f 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wftde this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And flipp'ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep. 
Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Prdfe ;. 
While Herff of Corps ethereal, fuch enrolPd, 
And fummon'd to the glorious Standard foon. 
Which flames eternal Crimfon thro' the Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thooghtlcfs of their Kin, 
Yet abfent ; bat not abfent from their Love. 
Michael has fought our Battles; Raphael fung' 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on our Errands flown, 
§ent by the SOV'REIGN : And are thefe, O Man ! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? And ThoU (Shame burn 
The Cheek to Cinder !) Rival to the Brute ? 
Religion^ All. Defcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddefs in her Le& 
Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the next ; 
Religion ! the fole Voucher Man is Man ; 
Supporter fole of Man above himfelf ; 
£v'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Deaths 

She gives the Soul a Soul that Adlft a God. 

Religion ! Providence ! an After-State ; 

Here is firm Footing ;. here is folid Rock ; 

This can fupport us ; all is Sea befides ; 

Sinks under us ; beflorms, and then devours.. 

His Hand the good Man failens on the Skies, 

And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. ' 

As when a Wretch, from thick, polluted Air> _ 
. Darknefs, and Stench, and fuffocating Damps, 

And Dungeon-Horrors, by kind Fate, difcharg'd,. 

Climbs fome fair Eminence, where Ether puce 

Surrounds him,, and Elyfian Profpcfts rife. 

His Heart e;icults, his Spirits calk their Load;. 


As 
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As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change ; 
So joys the Soal, when from inglorious Aims, 
And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties Terreflrial, fct at large, fhc mounta 
To ReafonhKtgion^ her own Element, 
Breathes Hopes immortal, and af!eds the Skies. 

Religion / thou the Soul of Happinefs ; 
And, groaning Calvary ^ of thee ! There fhinc 
The nobleft Truths ; there ftrongeft -Motives fling ; 
There facred Violence a^aults the Soul ^ 
There, nothing but Compulfim is fbrborn. 
Can Love alkre us ? or can Terror awe ? 
He weeps ! — the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; 
He fighs ! — the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation fhakei* 
If, in his Love, fo terrible, what then 
His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tendernefs on Fire ? 
Like foft, fmooth Oil, outblaziug other Fires ? 
Can PrayV, can Praife avert it ? —Thou, my All! 
My Theme ! my Infpiration ! and my Crown ! 
My Strength in Age ! my Rife in low Eftate ! 
My Soul's Ambition, Pleafure,' Wealth ! — my World ! 
My Light in Darknefs ! and my Life in Death ! 
My Boafl thro' Time ! Blifs thro' Eternity \ 
Eternity, too (hort tO fjpeak thy Praife ! 
Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man ! 
To Man of Men the meaneft, ev'n to me ; 
My Sacrifice! my God! what Things are thefe ! 

What then art T HO U ? by ^hat Name fhall I call 
Knew I the Name devout Archangels ufe, [Thee \ 

Devout Archangels fhould the Name enjoy. 
By me unrivall'd ; Thoufand^ more fublime. 
None half fo dear, as that, which, tho' unfpoke. 
Still glows at Heart : O how Omnipotence 
Is loft inliove 1 Thou great PHILANTHROPIST ! 
Father of Angels ! but the Friend of Man ! 

like 
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Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born i 

ThoD, who didft fave hiniy fnatch the fmoking Brand 

From out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 

How art thou pleas'd, by Bounty to diftrefs ! 

To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 

Too big for Birth ! to favour, and confound ; 

To challenge, and to diftance, all Return ! 

Of laviih Love ftupendous Heights to foar. 

And leave Praife panting in the diftant Vale ! 

Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due i 

And facrilegious our fublimed Song. 

But fince the naked fTill obtains thy Smile, 

Beneath this Monument of Praife unpaid. 

And future Life fymphonions to my Strain, 

(That nobleft Hymn to Hcav'n I) for ever lie 

Jntomb*d my Fear of Diotb ! and ev'^ry Fear, 

The Dread of ty'ry Evil, but Thy Frown. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile ? , 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reft. 
Ye Quietifts, in Homage to the Skies ! 
Serene ! of foft Addrefs ! who mildly make 
An unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! who bolt indeed $ 
But, for the Bleffing, wreftk not with Heav*n ! 
Think you my Song too turbulent / too warm ? 
Are PaJJionsy then, the Pagans of the Soul ? 
Reafon alone baptized ? alone ordained 
To touch Things facred ? Oh for Warmer ftill ! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Pow'rs ; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song ! 
THOU, my much-injur'd Theme! with that foft Eye, 
Which melted o'er doom'd SaUmy deign to look 
Compaflion to the Coldnefs of my Breaft; 

And Pardon to the Winter in my Strain* 

Ob 
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Oh ye Gold*heartedt frozen, FormaMs^ 
On fuch a Theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Pafiion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper^ here. 
Shall Heav*n, which gave us Ardor, and has (hewn 
Her own for Man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmoQth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Do6lors preach. 
That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praife ? 
Rife Odours fweet from Incenfe uninflapCdf 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; * 

. But when it glows, its Heat is ftruck to Heav'n ; 
To human- Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung ; 
High Heav'n's Orcbtftra chaunts Amen to Man. 

</ Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and tafting ftrong of' Heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on celeftial PUf% Plume, 
Thro' the vaft Spaces of the Univerfe, 
To chear me in this melancholy GIpom ? 
Oh when will Death (now ilinglefs), like a Ffiendf 
Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deatbt 
This mottld'ring, old. Partition- Wall throw down ? 
Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode I 
Oh Death Divine ! that giv'il us to the Skies! 
Great Future ! glorious Patron of the Paft^ 
And Frefent t when ihall I thy Shrine adore ? 
From Nature*8 Continent^ immenfely wide, 
Immenfely bleft, this little IJU of tlfey 
This dark,' incarcerating Colony ^ 
Divides U6. Happy Day ! that breaks our Chain i 
That manumits ; that calls from Exile home ; 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis^ 
And re-admits us, thro' the guardian Hand 
Of elder Brothers, to our Fatber'% Throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, tbra' his Wounds 
Beholding Man, aUowe that tender Name. 
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Tis this makes Cbrifiiim Triumfh a Command ; 
'Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wife; 
'Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. .^c 

Seed thoQ, Lorbnzo ! where hangs all our Hope ? 
Touch'd by the Crofs^ we live ; or, mon than die ; 
That Touch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd Confufion into F(H'm» 
And Darknefs into Glory $ partial Touch i 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard ! 
Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro' the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heav'n thro' all Duration, and fapports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing Plan, 
Thy Welfare, Nature ! and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touchy with Charm celeftial, heals the Soul 
Difeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, lights life in Deaths 
Turns Earth to Heav'n, to heav'nly Thrones transforsw 
The ghaftly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. 

Doll aik me when ? when H £ who dy'd returns ? 
Returns, how chang'd I Where then the Man of Woe ? 
In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns ; 
And all his Courts, exhaufted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a Aupendous Solitude in Heaven ; > 
Repleniiht foon^ replenifht with Increafe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomh. 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event ? 
I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth ; 
Nature is Chriftian ; preaches to Mankind ; 
And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the Comet's flaming Flight ? 
Th' illuftrious Stranger paffing. Terror iheds 
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On gazing Nations » from his fiery Train 
Of Length enormous, takes his ample Round 
Thro' Depths of Ether ; coafts unnomher'd' Worlds^ 
Of more dian folar Glory ; donbles wide 
Heav'ia's mighty Cape ; and then revifits EarA» 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years. 
Thasy at the deftin'd Period, fhall retnm 
H E, once on Earth, who bids the Coniet blaze: 
And, with Him, ali our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 

Nature is damb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes ; 
JFaitlf fpeaks aloud, diftind ; ev'n Adden hear« 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 
Faith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot fhun. 
And lands Thought fnfoothly on the farther Shore. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith' removes ; 
That Mountain Barrier between M^ and Peace. 
^Tis Faith difarms Deilrudion % and abfolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous Charge, the guiltless Tomb* 

Why diibelieve ? Lorbnxo !— ** Reafin bid*, 
** AU-facred Reafon."— Hold her facred ftill 4 
Nor fhalt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 
All-facred Reafon I Source, and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praiie, on Earth, or Earth above f 
My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft Folds, 
live thou with Life ; live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleiTed Crofs, by Fortune (tampt 
On paffive Nature, before Thought was born I 
My Ba-th*s blind Bigot ! fir'd with hcalZegX ! 
No ; Reafin rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
WeighM True, and Falfe, in her impartial Scaler ^ 
TVfy Heart became the Convert of my Head^ 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fateb 
** On Argument jibme xsiy Faith is b^uilt :^* t 
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Reafon purfu'd is FaUb ; and, unpurfu'd 
Where Proof invites, 'tis Reafon, then, no more : 
And fiich our Protf^ That, or our Faith is rights 
Or Reafon lyes, and Heav'n defign'd it lurong : 
Abfolve we This ? What, then, is Blafphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond of Faitb, 
Reafon^ we grant, demands our firfl Regard ; 
'The Mother honoured, as the Daughter iear. 
Reafon the Root ; fair Faith is but the Flower : 
The fading Flow'r ihali die ; but Reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
When Faith is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Reafon jx^ivri ; 
'Tis Reckon oaf great Mafter holds fo dear ; 
*Tis Reafon^ % injur'd Rights His Wrath refents ; 
*Tis Redfit^% Voice obey'd, His Glories crown ; 
To give loll Reafon Life, He pour'd his own : 
Believe, and (hew the Reafon of a Man ; 
Believe, and tafte the Pleafure of a Cod ; 
Beliey^, and look with Triumph on the Tomb: 
Thro' ReafofC% Wounds alone Uiy FaHh can die j 
Which dying, tenfold Tcrrjor gives to Death, 
And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 

Learn hence what Honours, whai loud Paans^ doe 
To thofej who pufti our Antidote afide ; 
Thofe boafted Friends to Reafon y and to Man^ 
Whofe fat^ Love ftabs ev*ry Joy, and leaves 
Death's Terror heightened gnawing on his Heart* 
Thefc poqppons Sons of Reafon idoliz'd. 
And vilify '4 At Pnce ; of Reafon dead. 
Then deify'd, as Monarchs were of old ; 
What JConduft plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Lo^e of Truth thro' all their Camp refounds, 
They draw Prideh CuPtaia o'er the Noon-tide Ray, 
jSpike op their Inch of Reafon^ on the Point 
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Of philofophic Wit, called Argument ; 

And then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

** Behold the Sun ;" And, Indian-Wkt, adore. 

Talk they of Morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou Maker of nmv Morals to Mankind ! 
The jrtfW Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'batc-of that fublime Renown^ 
^s <wife As Socrates, might juflly (land 
The Definition of a modern Fool. 

A CHRISTIAN is the higheft Stile of Man> 
And b there, wffo the blefled Crofs wipes off. 
As a foul Blot, from his diflionour'^d Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defponding of their Chargei 
More ilruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tell } 

Ye fold to Scnfe ! ye Ci:tizens of Earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chrillian Banner fly) 
Know ye hpw wife your Choice, how great your Gain f 
Behold the Fixture of Earth's happieft Man : 
** He calls his Wiih^ it comes \ he fcndiit back, 
** And fays, he called another ; that arrives, 
** Meets the fame Welcome ; yet he ftill calls on r 
** Till One calls him, who varies not his Call, 
<' But holds him faft, in Chains of Darknefs bounds 
** Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free ; 
•* A Freedom far lefs welcome than his Chain." 

But grant Man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
Add to Life*s higheft Prize her lateft Hour ; 
That Hour, fo.late, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poft, comes on in full Career : 
How fwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shroud I 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of Time ; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the Day in Hand, 
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Like a Bird ftruggling to get loofe, is xgoing ; 

Scarce now poflefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 

And each fwift Moment fled» is Death advanc'd 

By Strides as/wift : Eternity is All ; 

And whofe Eternity ? Who triamphs there? 

Bathing for ever in the Font of Blifs I 

For ever bafldng in the Deity ! 

Loaf Nzo I who ?— -Thy Confcience ihall reply. 

O give it Leave to fpeak ; 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy Leave una&t : Loaairzo ! hear it qow» 
^hiie ttfefttl its Advice» its Accent mild. 
By the great Edict, the Divine Decree, 
^ruth is depofited with Man's iafi Hour $ 
An honeft Hour, and faithful to her Trull ; • 

Tnaif, jtldt& Daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his Council, when he made the Worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he fliall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreft with Toys, 
That Heav'n-Gommiffion'd Hour no fooner calls. 
But from h^ Cavern in the Soul's Abyfs, 
like him they fable mider jBum whehn'd^ 
The Goddefi hurts in Thunder^ and in Flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and fevtrely pains. 
Dark DiTMrni I difchnrge, mdtfy^m-Mngsi 
The kfea Vibratico of bright Tntih^u Hell : 
Juft Definition ! tho' by. Schools untaught. 
Te Deaf, to Truth 1 pecde this Perfoi'd Page, 
Andtruft, for once, a Prophet, a&daPrieft; 
^< Men may /rfw To6I$, but Foots they cannot Jig/* 
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THE 

R E LAP S E 

Humbly Infcribed 
To the Right HoifOVtABLi 

The Earl of Litchfield* 


LORENZO! to recriminate is juft* 
Fondnefs for Fame is Avarice of Air. 
I grant the Man is vain who writes for Praife. 
Praife no Man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more* 

As juft thy Second Charge^ I grant/the Mufi 
Has often bluHi'd at her degenerate Sons, 
Retain'd by Sekfe to plead her filthy Caofe ; 
To raife the Low, to magnify the Mean^ 
And fttbtilize the Grofs into Reiin'd : 
As if to magit Numbers powerful Ch'arm 
'Twas giv'n^ to make a Cruet of their Song 
Obfcene, and fweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
Wity a true Pagan» deifies the Brutef 
And lifts our Swine-Enjoyments from the Mirf •■ 

The Fa£t notorious, nor obfcure the Caufe. 
We wear the Chains of Fkafirey and of PrUe^ 
Tbefi (hare the 'Man ', and th<fe diilrafi Mm too ; 
Draw diff 'rent Ways^ and claih in their Commands.^ 
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Fride, like an Eagle, builds among the Stan ; 
But Pleajure^ Lark-like, iiefts upon the Ground. 
Joys (har*d by B^ute-Creatipn, Pride refents ; 
PUafuri embraces : Man would both enjoy. 
And both at once : A Point how hard to gain ! 
15 ut, v\hat can't Wit, when (lung by ilrong Delire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize. 
Since Joys of Sen/e can't rife to Rea/oa^s Taftc ; 
J n fubdc SephtJIry^s laborious Forge, 
U^tt hammers out a Reafon ne'w, that floops 
To fordid Scenes, and meets them with Applaufe. 
7/7/ calls the Graces the chafle Zone to loofe ; 
Nor lefs than a flmip God to fill the Bowl : 
A thoufand Phantoms, and a thoufand Spells, 
A thoufand Opiates fcatters, to delude, 
Tofafcinate, inebriate, lay'afleep. 
And the fool'd Mind of Man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which Ihock'd thtjud^ent, fhocks no more.; 
That which gave Pride Offence, no more offends. 
Ple^/ure and Pride, by Nature mortal Foes» 
At War eternal, which in Man (hall reign, 
"By lf^it*6 Addrefs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And Hand in Hand lead on the rank Debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
jfrt, curfed Art ! wipes off the indebted Blufh 
From Nature's Cheek, and bronzes ev'ry Shame. 
Man fmiles in Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
And Infamy dands Candidate for Fraife. 

All writ by Man in Favour of the Soulr 
Thtfe/en/uai Ethics far, in Bulk, tranfcend. 
The Fiow'rs of Eloquence,, profufely pour*d 
O'er fpptted Vice, fill half the letter'd World. 
Can Pow'rs of Genius exorcife their Page, 
And confecrate Enormities with. Song ? 
^ Bttt 
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But let not thefe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the Mufe that knows Jier Dignity ; 
Nor meanly flops at Time^ but holds the World 
As 'tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, 
A Point in her Efteem ; from whence to^ ft art. 
And run the Round of univerfal Space, 
To viiit Being univerfal there. 
And Being's Source, that utmoft Flight of Mind ! 
Yet, fpite of this fo vaft Circumference, 
Well knows, but what is Morale nought is Gnat^ ' 
Sing Syrens only ? Do not Angels fing ? ^ 
There is in Foe^ a decent Pride, 
Which well becomes her when fhe fpeaks to Profif 
Her younger Sifter ; haply, not more wife. 

Think'ft thou, Lorenzo 1 to find Paftimes here ? 
No guilty Paflion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible flatter'd. Dignity difgrac'd. 
No Fairy Field of Fiflipn, all on FIovvV, 
No Rainbow Colours, Ifere, or filken Talc : 
But folemn Counfelsf Images of Awe, 
^ruthsi which Eternity^ lets fall on Man 
With double Weight, thro' thefe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incambent Shade : . 
noughts, fuch as fhall revifit your laH Hour ; 
Vifit uncaird, and live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight ! dar4cer ftill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the Whole. 

Yet this, ev'n Thisy my Laughter-loving Friends ? 
Lorenzo ! and thy Brothers of the Smile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can molt engage, 
Shall Heal your Ear, and chain you to my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wife fliall tafte* 
The Truths I fing ; the Truths I fmg (hall feci ; 
And, feeling, give AfFent ; a.nd their AlTcnt 
I« ample Itecompence ; is more than Praife. 
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But chiefly Thine, O Litc>ivield ! normiftake; 
Think not on-introduc'd I force my Way ; 
Narcissa» not unknown, not anally-d. 
By Virtue, or by Bk)od, illuftrious Youth F 
To thee, from blooming JmarofaBine BowVs, . 
Where all the Language Harmotyy defcends 
UncaU'd, and afks Admittance for the Mufe : . 
A Kfuie that^ll not pain thee with -thy Praife ; 
Thy Praife fiie drop, by nobler ftill infpir'd. 

O Thou \ Bleft Spirit ! 'whether the Supreme, 
Gieat antemnndane Father ! in whofe Breaft 
Embryo Creation, unborn Being, dwelt. 
And all its various Revolotions roll'd 
Jhvfent, tho* future ; prior to themfelves ; 
Whofe Breath can blow it into Nought again ; 
Or^ from his Throne fome delegated Pow'r, 
Who„ iludious of our Peace, doft turn the Thought 
From Vain and Vile, to Solid and Sublime ! 
Unfeen thou lead'ft me to delicious Draughts 
Of Infpiration, from a purer Stream, 
And fuller of the God, than that which burft 
From fam'd Caftdia : Nor is yet allay'd 
My facrcd Thirft ; tho' long my Soul has rang'd 
Thro* plealing Paths of Moral, and Diviney 
By Thee fuftain'd, and lighted by the STARS. 
* By Them beft lighted are the Paths of Thought j 
Nights arc their Days^ their moft illumin'd Hours^ 
By Day, the Soul, o'erborne by Life's Career, 
Stunn.'d by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reafon, joftlcd by the Throng. 
By Day the Soul is p^ve, all her Thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By Night from Objefls fret, from Paffion cool. 
Thoughts uncontrouPd, and uuimprefs'dt the Births 
Qf pure Eleven, arbitrary range. 

Not 


The KistMrst^ ti 

Not to the Limits of am World confined ; 
But from Ethenal Travels light on Earth, 
As Voyagers drop Anchorr for Repofe. 

Let Indians, and the Gay» like ImHami ibn4 . 
Of feather'd Fopperks, the Sun adore : 
tfarknefs has more Divinity for me i 
It ilrikes Thought inward ; it driven back tfo Soul 
To fettle on Herlelf^ our Point fopveme I ' 
Then lies our Theatre \ there (Its ^ur Judge. 
Darkne/s the Curtain drops o'er Life's doll Scene ^ 
'Tis the kind Hand of Providence ftretcht ont 
'Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reafin*^ KetgDr 
And Firtfii% too $ thefe Tutelar/ Shades 
Are^an's Afyluft^ from the tainted Throng. 
Vigbt Is the good Man's Friendy and Guardian too $ 
It no lefs re/cuss Vktue, thsn ittfpiris. 

Virtue^ for ever Frail, asFair, below# 
Her tender Nature fufFers in the Croud, 
* Nor touches oo the World, without a Stain r 
The World's infedtioud ; few bring back- at £ve> ^ 
Imraaculatpy the Manners of the Morn. 
Something we ihot^htf is blotted ; we rtfihPd^ 
Is fliakeft ; we remum^dy returns again* 
Bach SalutatiM may Aide in a Sin . \ , 
Unthoughi before, or fix a former Flavr. 
Nor is it flrange : Light 9 M9ti4>nr C^ucourfir Koije^ 
All, fcatter us abroad ; Thought outward-boand^ 
Negledfnl of our Hbme^aikirs, flies off 
In Fume and DifBpation, qfsits her Charge,. 
And leases the Breaft unguarded to the Fee» 

Prefent, Example ge^ wkhin our Guards 
.And Ads with doutle Forcct^ by few repell'dL 
.dmbitien hits Ambition i Love rf Gmu . 
Strikes, li(ee a Peftilence^ from Bxeaft to Breaft t 
Miot^ Frid^, Ferfify^ blue Vapottxs breathe } 
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And Inhumanity is caught from Man, 

From fzniling Man. A flight, a iingle Glance, 

And (hot at randeai, often has brought home 

A fuddea Pever, to the throbbing Heart, 

Of Ett*vy^ Rancour f or impure Defire, 

We fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety xlwells 

Remdte from Multitude ; the World's a School 

Of Ifrong^ and what .Pro^cients fwarm around ! 

We jnuft or imitate^ or difapprove ; 

Mull liil as their Accompiices, or Foes ; 

That flains our Innocence ; This wounds our Peace. 

From Nature^s Blr^li, hence, Wifdom has been fmit 

With fwect Recefs, and langui(h'd for the Shade. 

This facred Shade, and Solitude, what is it"? 
'Tis the felt Prcfcncc of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we flatter when alone* 
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other Objefts, black by Night. 
By Night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Friend ; 
The confcioHs Moon, thro' ev'ry diftant Age, 
Has held a Lamp to Wifdom^ and let fall. 
On Ctf»/tf/»//a//Ws Eye, her purging Ray. 
The fam*d Atheniany he who woo'd from Heav'n 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with Men, 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride^ 
While o'er his Head, as fearful to moleft 
His lab'ring Mind, the Stars in Silence flidc^ 
And feem all gazing on their future Guefl, 
See him folicitiAg his aident Suit 
In private Audience : All the live-long Night, 
Rigid in Thought, and motionlefs^ he flands ; 
Nor quits his Theme, or Pofturej till the Sun 
(Rude Drunkard riflng rofy from the Main \\ 

Diflurbs his nobler intelle^ual Bearn^ 
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And gives bim to the Tumalt of the World. 
Hail, precious Moments ! flol'n from the black W&fte 
Of murder'd Time ! Aufpicioas Midnight ! Hail I . 
The World excluded, t\'Ty Paffion hofti'd. 
And open'd a calm Intercourfe with Heav'n^ 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders paftr 
Trcdefdnes future Aftion ; fees, not feels> 
Tumultuous Life, and reafons with the Storm ; 
All her Lyes anfwers, and tJhinis down her Charms- 
'.What aweful Joy ! What mental Liberty ! 
I am not pent in Darknefs ; rather (ay 
(If not too bold) in Darknefs Vm embow'r'd. 
Delightful Gloom ! the cluftVing Thoughts aroond 
Sponta^ieous fife, and blofTom in the Shade ; 
But droop by Day, and ficken in the Sun. 
Thought borrows Light elfewhere ; from that Firjf Fir^ . 
Fountain of Animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celedial Gneil! who deigns^^ 
Nightly to vifit mc, ib meanj and noivr , 
Coniciou^ how needful Difcipline to Man, 
From pleafing Dalliance with the Charms of Night 
My wand'ring Thought recalls, to. what excites 
Far. other Beat of Heart ; Narcissa's Tomb I 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back. 
And breaks my Spirit into Grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Qlbod ? . 

A cold, il2>w Puddle^ creeping thrO' my Veins > 
Or is it thus with all Men ? — ^Thus with all. . 
What are we ? How unequal ! Now we foar^ 
And now we fink ; to be the fame ^ tran{c$iidr 
Our prefent Prowefs. Dearly pays the Soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay. 
Reafofty a baiHed Counfellor ! but* adds 
The Blufli of Weaknefs, to the Bane of WoCi- 
The nobleft Spirit fighting her hard FatCj^, 
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In this damp, dufliy Region, ciiarg'd with Storms, 
Bat feebly flutters, yet untanght to fly i 
Or, flying, ftort-her Flight, and Aire her Fall. 
Our utmoft Strength, when dowb, to rife again ;« 
And not ioykUf tho* haun, all onr P^aife. 
, Tis vain to feek to Men for more than Man* 
Tho* prond in Promife, big in pievions Thought, 
Mxperietue damps our Triomph. 1, who late» 
Emerging from the Shadows of the Gsave, 
Where Grief detain'd me Prisoner, noonting hi^» 
Threw wide the Gates of everkftkig Day, 
And called Mankind to Glory, (hook oflF Paim, 
MortqUty fliook off, in ^thcr pMre, 
And ftruck the Stars ; ji9<w feel my Spirits fail ; 
They drop me from the 2^nith ; down I rnflw 
lake htm whom Fable fledg'd with waxen Wings, 
In fionrow drown'd — but nof^ in Sorrow, loft. 
How wretched is the Man, who never mourn'd^l 
I dive for predous Pearl, in Swrow^s Stream : 
Not fo the thoUghtlefs Man that me^ grieves ; 
Takes all the Torment, and rqeds the Gain 
(Ineltimable Gain !) ; and ^et Hea^n Leave 
To make him bat moire Wretched, not more Wile. 

If Wifdom is our Leflbn (and what elie 
Ejuiobles Man f What elfe have Angels kamt i} 
ixriefi more Pcoficients in thy Schoo^a(e made. 
Than Genius, otfwud Learmng^ e'er ooald boaft« 
Voracious Leamingy often over-^sd, 
Z>Ige^ not. into Ssofc her motley Meal. 
This Bjooha^e^ with dark Booty almoft burft^ 
This Forager on others Wifiiom, leaves 
Her Native Farm» her Rea/oth 4^te untilPd^ 
With mixt Manure Ihe furfeits the rank Soil, 
I}u<Qg'dji bvit net d£e& ; and rick to Beggary. 

APemy- 


The Kblaps s. ts 

A Pomp antameaUe of Weeds prevails. 

Her ^£r^ant*^ Wealth incuinber'4 Wifdom moums. 

And what fays Gemus f « Ut the duU be Wife^ 
Genius^ too hard for Right, can proire it Wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where blnih Men lefs infpir'd» 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senfi ; 
' Coniiders Reafin as a Leveller ; 
And fcorns ta^&are a Bleffing with the Cxood. 
That Wife itrW^be, thinks an ample Ctaim 
To Ghryi and to FIea/urepve9 the red. 
Crass us but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wifiom lefs ihudders at a Fool, than Wit. 

Bat Wifdtm fmiles, when hombled Mortals weep. 
When Smttow wounds the Breaft, as Ploughs thet#ltbe» 
And Hearts crbdorate feel her foft'ning Shower ;. 
Her Seed Celeftial, then, glad fFifi&m fows ; 
Her golden Harveft triumphs in the Soil. 
U ipt Narcissa \ welcome my Retaffii 
rU raife a Tax on my Calamity, 
And reap rich Compenfation from my Pain. 
I'll range the plenteous Intelledual Field ; 
And gather ev'ry Thought of fovVeign Power 
To chafe the moral Maladies of Man ; 
Thc9gbfs9 which may bear tranfplaating to the Skitf^ 
Tho* Natives of this coarfe penorioas Soil;; 
Nor wholly wither tfSere^ where Serafks fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annuUM^ in Heav*n. 
Riitfmit the Sun that gives them Birth, the fiuae 
In either Clime, tho' more ifluftrious TImek, 
Thefe choicely cull'd^ and el^antly rang'd. 
Shall form a Garland for Narciss a's Tooab ; 
And„ peradventure^ of no hiding Flow'rs. 

Say, On what Themes ihall puaried Choice defcend t 
^ Th' Importance of Contemplating the Tomb j^ 
^ IFhyr Men (tedine it s &uUide% foul Birth i 
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«* The various Kinds of Grief; the Faults of Age ; 
«* Afk^ Death* s dread CbaraSer — invite my Song." 

And, firft, th* Importance of our End £urvey*d. 
Friends counfel quick Difmiffion of our Grief: 
Miilaken Kindnefi ! our Hearts heal too foott. 
Are Tbey more kind than He^ who Ilruck the Blow .^ 
Who bid it do hb Errand in our Hearts, 
And baniih Peace, till nobler Guefls arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs Peace ? 
Cala^ties are Friends : As glaring Day 
Of thefe unnumber'd Luftres robs our Sight ; 
Profperity puts out unnumber'd Thought^^ 
Of Import high, and Light divine, to Man. ^ 

The Man how bleft, who^ iick of gaudy Scener,, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelv^s !) 
Is led by Choice to take his favorite Walk; 
Beneath Deatb^s gloomy^ fiknt, Cyprefs Shades,, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaftic Ray ; 
To read his Monuments, to weigh hi^ Duft, 
Vifit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs ! 
LoRfMzo ! read with me Narcissa's Stone; 
(Narcissa was thy Fav'rite") let us read 
Her moral Stone ; few Doftors preach fo well ;: 
Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 
IThe feeling Heart. What Patbos in the Date f 
Apt )yords can flrike ; and yet in them we fee 
Fainf Images of what we^ bere^ enjoy. 
What Caufe have ^ to build on Length of Life f' 
Temptations feize, when Fear is laid afleep ; 
And 111 foreboded is our fbongeft Guard. 

See from her Tomb, as from an humble Slirine>. 
Trutbt radiant Goddefs ! fallies on my Sonl, 
And puts Delufiott^s duflcy Train to Flight ; 
Difpels the MLft our fultry Paffions raifcj 
FromObjed^kwy terreftrialj andobfcene;. 

And 
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And fhews the Real Eftimate of Things ; 

Which no Man, ttuaffli^ed, ever faw ; 

Palls off the Veil from Virtues riiing Charms \ 

Deteds Temptation in a thoufand Lyes. 

Truib bids me look on Men, as Autumn Leaves, 

And all they bleed for, as the Summinr's I>ttft» 

Driv'n by the Whirlwind : Lighted by her Beams^ 

1 widen my Horizon^ gain new Powers, 

See things invtfible, fbel Things remote^ 

Am prefent with Futurities ; think nought 

To Man fo foreign, as the Jojsfo/^Jt; 

Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the Grave. 

No Folly keeps its Colonr in ber Sight ; 
Pale tuorUly Wifdom lofes all her Charms ; 
In pompous Promife from her Schemes profound. 
If future Fate ihe plans, 'tis all in Leaves^ 
Like SjbiU unfubftantialy fleeting Blifs K 
At the firft Blafl it vaniflies in Air. 
Not fo, Celeftial : Wouldftlhou know, LonENZOl 
How diiFer nmrWy Wifdom^ and Divine ^ 
Juft as the waning, and the waxing Moon.. 
More empty fjoorldly Wifdom ev'ry Day ; 
And tw^ry Day more fair her Rruai (hines. . 
When Later^ there's lefs Time to play the Fool. 
Soon our whole Term for Wifdom is expir'd 
{Thou know^fl ihe caMs no Council in the Grave) : « 
And everlafiing Fool is writ in Fire,. 
Or real Wifdom wafts us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes refemble SybiPs Leaves, 
The good Man's Days to SybiPs Books compare* 
(In antient Story read, thou know'ft the Tale) 
In Price ftill ri&ng, as in Number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his Final Hour. 
For That who Thrones^ can offer, ofier Thrones ; 
Infolvent Worlds the Purchafe cannot pay* 
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«< Oh let me die his Death !*' all Nature cries. 

** Then live his Life'^^-^AU Nature fakers there. 

Our great Phyiician dsdly to coafttlty. 

To commune ^ith the Gramit our only Core. 

What Gfavejn^cribes the beftf — A Friend's; andyet^ 

From a Friend's Grave, iiow foon we difengage I 

Ev'n to the dearefty as his Marble, cold. 

Why are Friends raviiht from us ? Tis to bia^ 

By foft AffeBiQiC% Tyes, on huoMn Hearts, 

The Thought of Death^ which Reafin^ too fupine. 

Or mifemploy'dy fo car^y faftenr Thin. 

Nor Reafon, nor A^^lion, no^ nor both . 
Combin'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the Worlds 

Behold th' inexorable Hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexoraUe Hour forgot I 
And to forget it, die chief Jim of Life, 
Tho' well to ponder it, is Life's chief End. 

Is Death, that ever threatening, tfe'er remote^ 
That all-important, and that only fure, 
(Come when he will) an nnexpeded Gueft^^ 
Nay, tho' invited by the loadell Calls 
Of blind Imfnsdoui^ oncxpeaed ftiU I 
Tho' num'roua IdisSeitgcrs are fent befbre,^ 
To warn his great Arrivals What the Cauier 
The wond'iOtt> Caofe, ef thk myfterious 111 f 
All Heav'B kxdcs down aftonifii'd at the Sight. 
Is it that Life has iown her Jtys ^ thick. 
We can't thruft'in a;^ii^leCare between \ 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares^ 
tkkt Thougbt of Death caa't enter fe^r the Thftflig I 
Is it, that Tim^ ^eals on with downy JPeet, 
Nor wakes Inddgemt from her golden Dream ^ 
^o-day is fo Hke Tefterda^ it cheats 5 
We take^^ lying €ifter.for the fame* 
!Life glides away^ Lo'B.sjrsa I iike a Biook^ 
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For ever changing^ unperceivM the Change. 

In the fame Brook none ever bath'd hinv twice : 

To the fame Life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the Brook the fame ; the fame we think 

OorLife, tho' ftrll more rapid in its Flow i 

Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps'd» 

And mingled with the Sea. Or (hall we fay, 

(Retaining fiill the Brook to bear us on) 

That L4fe is like a Veflel on the Stream ? 

In Life embark'd, we fmoothly down the Tide 

Of Time defcend, but not on Tinu intent ; 

Amus'd, unconfcfoas of the gliding Wave ; 

Till on a fndden we perceive a Shock ; 

We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we there ? 

Oar brittle Bark is burft on Chatvn^s Shore. 

Is this the Caufe Death flies all homan Thought f 
Or is it Judgment y by the Will ftrack blind. 
That domineering Miijbefs of the Soul ! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the fair ? 
Or is it Fear turns Hartled Reafin back. 
From looking down a Precipice fo fleep \ 
nris dreadful ; and the Dread is wiiely placed. 
By Nature confcioas of the Make of Man. 
A dreadful Friend u is,, a Terror kind, 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 
By that unawM, in Life's moft fmiling Hour, 
The (hod Man would repine j would /v^r Joys, 
And burn impatient-for his promised Skies. 
The Badi on each pua£tilious Pique of Pride, 
Or Gloom of HQmour,\would give Rage the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, rufli into the Dark, 
And mar the Scenes of Providence below. 

What Groan was that, Lorbnzo? — Furies! rife; 
And drown, in your lefs execrable Yell, 
firitanma*% Shame* There took her gloomy Flight, 
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On Wing impetuous, a black fullcn Soul, - 
Blafltii from Hell, with horrid Luft of Death, 
Thy Friend, the Brave, x\MG9lUxit Abamontj 
So calPd, fo thought— And then he fled the Field, 
Lcfs bafe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 
O Britain f infamous for Suicide ! . 
An IJlandin thy Manners ! far disjoin'd 
From the whole World of Rationah befide ! 
In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Wa(h the dire Stain, nor fliock the Continent* 

But thou be fliock'd, while 1 deted the Caufe 
Of Sel/'Afault, expofe th« Monfter's Birth, 
And bid Ahkorretut hifs it round the World* 
Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diftant Sun ; 
The Sun is innocent, thy Clime abiblv'd : 
Immoral Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy FoMy, not thy Fate* 

The Soul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow. 
Who names his Soul)^ a Native of the Skies ! 
High-bom, and free, her Freedom ihould maintain«. 
Unfold, unmortgag'd for EartPs little Bribes. 
Th' illuftrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 
Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 
Studious oLHome, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious, Earth's inchanted Cup 
With cool Refcrve light touching, fhould indulge^ 
On Immortality^ her godlike Tafte ; 
There take large Draughts ; niake-her chief Banquet ihert. 

But fome reje£l this Suilenance divine; 
To beggarly vile Appetites defcend j 
Alk Alms of Earthy for Guefts that came from Hea^'^n ; 
Sink into Slaves ; and fell, for pre/ent Hire, 
Their rich Reverfion, and (what (hares its Fate) 
Their native Frndm, to the Prince who fways 

This 


The R B L A p s z. 91 

This nether World. And when his Pa/ments fail, 
When his' foal Bafket gorges them no more. 
Or their pall'd Palates loath the Baiket full ; 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence^ 
And burftiiig their Confinement ; tho' fall barr'd 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded Itrong 
With Horrdrs doubled to defend the Pafs, 
The blackefl. Nature^ or dire Guilt, can raife ; 
And moated round, with fathomlefs DeftruSiom^ 
Sure to receive^ and whelm them in their Fall. 

Suchy Britons 1 is the Caufe, to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by Magiftrates* 
Thus Criminals themfelves.- I grant the Deed ' 
Is Madnefs ; but the Madnefs of the Heart. 
And what is that ? Our utmoU Bound of Gollt. 
A fenfualy unreflefUng Life, is big 
With monilrous Births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal Brood.' The Bold to break 
Heav*n's Law fupreme, and defperately rufii 
Thro' facred Nature*s Murder, on their own^ 
Becaufe they never think of Death, they die. 
Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 
At once to fliun, and meditate, his End. 
When by the Bed of Languiihment we fit, 
(The Seat of ITi/dom ! if our Choice, not Fate) 
Or, o'er otir dying Friends, in Anguifh hang. 
Wipe the cold Dew, or ftay- the finking Head, 
Number their Moments, and, in ev'ry Clock, 
Start at the Voice of an Eternity ; 
See the dim Lamp of Life juft feebly lift 
An agonizing Beain, at us to gaze. 
Then fink again, .and ofCviti into Death, 
That moil pathetic Herald of our own ; 
How read we fuch fad Scenes \ As ftnt to Man 
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In pcrfeft Vengeance ? No ; in Pity ient. 

To melt hign down, like Wax, and then impref^ 

Indelible, Deathh Image on his Heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The Mind tarni Pool, before the Cheek is dry. 

Our qaick-returning Fo^ cancels all ; 

•As the Tide ruihing rafes what is writ 

In yielding Sands, and fmooths the letterM Shorey 

LoRsivzo ! haft thou ever weigh'd a Sigh f 
Or ftttdy'd the Philofophy of Tears f 
(A Science, yet, ^ nnle6tar'd in our Schools !) 
Haft thou defcended deep into the Breaft, 
And feen their Source ? If not, defcend with nde. 
And trace thefe briny Riv'lets to their Springs. 

Our Fun'ral Tears, from diff'rent Caufts rife. 
As if from fep'r^te Ciftems in the Soul, 
Of various Kinds, they How. From tender Hearts^ ^ 
By foft Contagion call'd, /0ite burft at once, 

And ftream obfequious to the leading Eye. 

Some aflc more Time, by Curious Jrt diftill'd, 

Soffte Hearts In fecret hard, uimpt to mfelt. 

Struck by the Nfagic of the Public Eye, 

Like Moses' friritten Rock, gu3iout amain. 

Some weep to (hare the fame of the Deceas*d, 
JSo high in Merit, and to th^m fa dear. 

They dwell on Praifes, which they think they fliare ; 

And thus, without a Blu/h, commend Themfelves. 

Some moutn in Proof, that fomething they could love j 

They weep not to relieve their Gricf^ hxit JXte^uik 

Some weep in perfeiSt Juftice to the Dead, 

As confcious all their Love is in Arrear. 

Some mifchievoudy wee'p, not Unapprised, 

Tears, ibmetimes, aid the Conqueft of an Eye. 

With what Addref? the fofl; EfbefioHs draw 
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Their Sable Net«work o'er entangled Hearts f 
As feen tfa];o* CryfUl» how their Rofes glow. 
While liquid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek f 
Of hers not prouder J[^//'s wanton Queen^ 
Caroufing Gems, herfelf di/Tolv'd in Love. 
^ome weep at Death, abftraded from the Dead, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own Deceaie. 
By kind ConHrudion fome are deemed to weep, 
Becaufe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 

Some weep in Earneft, and yet weep in Vain ; 
As deep in Indifcretion, as in Woe. 
Pajpon, blind Paffio»-! impotently poucs 
Tears, that deferve more Tears ; while Reafin fleept ; 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcern'd ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the Storm ; 
iCnows not it fpeaks to Her, and her aUne. 
Irratimals all Sorrow are beneath^ 
That noble Gift ! that Privilege «f Man ! 
From Sorrrw*$ Pang, the Birth of endleis Joy* 
But Tbe/e are barren of that Birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the Summer* Stormt 
And full as ihort ! The ^ruel GrUf foon tam*d. 
They make a Paftime of the ftinglefs Tale ; 
Par as the deep^re&unding Knell, they ipread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
No Grain of Wifdvm p^ys them for their Woe. 

Half-round the Globe, the Tears pumpt up by Deatk 
Are fpent in wat'ring Vaqities of Life ; 
In making Follj flouriih ilill more fair. 
When the fick SooU her wonted Suy wjthdrawiu 
Reclines on Earth, and forrowsintheDaft^ 
Jnftead of learning, ti^ere, her jtrue Suppcrt, 
Tho' there thrown down her true Support to leans 
Without Heav'n's Aid impatient to be bleft, 
She crawlj to the next^hrub^ (k firaaabk vile, 
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Tho* from the ftately Cedar's Arms flic fell ; 

With ftalcy forefworn Embraces, clings anew. 

The Stranger weds, and blolToms, as before. 

In all the fruitlefs Fopperies of Life : 

Prefents her Weedy weU-fanfy'd, at the Ball, 

And raffles for the DetuVs-Head on the Ring. 
So vfcpt A V R B L I A , till the dedin'd Youth 

Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles; 

And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 

So wept LoasKzo fair Clarissa's Fate ; 

Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 

And dy'd to give him» orphanM in his Birth ! 

Not fach, Narcissa, my Diftrefs for Thee. 

I'll make an Altar of thy facred Tomb, 

To facrifice to Wifdom.— What waft Thou ? 

'* Toungf gajf and Fortunate /" Each yields a Theme. 

I'll dwell on each, to (ban Thought more fevere ; 

(Heav'n knows I labour with feverer ftill !) 

Til dwell. on each, and quite exhauft thy Death. 

A Soul without Refleaion, like a Pile 

Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. 

And> Firft, thy Tcuth, What fays it to Grey Hairs ? 
N A R CI ss a , I'm become tJIfjf Pupil now-^ 
£arly, Bright, Tranfient, Chafte, as Morning Dew, 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to Heav'n. 
Time on this Head has fnow'd ; yet ftill -'tis borne 
Aloft ; por thinks but on another^s Grave. 
Cover'd with Shame I {peak it, Jge fevere 
Old worn-oat Vice iets down for Virtue fair ; 
With gracelefs Gravity, chaflifing Youth, 
That Youth chaftis'd furpaffing in a Fault, 
Father of all,. Forgetfulnefs of Death : 
As if, like Objefts prelfing on the Sight, 
Death had advanced too sear us to be feen : 
Or, that life's Loan Titm ripen'd into Right ; 
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AndMeo might plead Prcfcription from the Grave j 
Deathlefs^ from Repetition of Reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it! fucb are dead already ; 
Their Hearts are bary'd, and the World their Grave* 

Tell me, fome God ! xsi^ Guardian Angel ! tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age 'twixt us and Death 
,Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear him^ 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Oar untottch'd Hearts ? What Miracle turns oiF 
The pointed Thought, which from a thoufand Quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily fhunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ourfelves ; 
Tho'bleeding with our Wounds, immortal ftill ! 
We fee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 
And Death iatrench'd, preparing his AiTault; 
How few Therofelves, in that jufl Mirror, fee ! 
Or, feeing, draw their Inference as ftrong ! , 
There Death is certain ; doubtful Here : He muft^ 
An^/oon ; We mayf within an jige^ expire. 
Tho' grey dur Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are green ; 
Like damagM Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell di^ent ; 
Folly fings Six,' while Nature points at Twelve. !: 

hh^xxid Longevity I More, More, it cries,: 
More Life, more Wealth, more Traih of cv'ry Kini 
And wherefore mad for more, when Relifh fails ? 
Object^ and Appetite^ mnft club for Joy ; 
Shall FoUy labour hard to meud the Bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that firike us from nvitbout^ 
' While Nature is relaxing ev'ry String ? 
Afk Thought for Joy ; grow rich, and hoard ivithin^ 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Rattles ceafe» 
Has nothing of more Manly to fuccee^ ? 
Contrail the TaJle immortal ; learn ev*n Now 
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To relifli what aUfu fubfifts hereafter. 

DiwMf or moM, henceforth your Joys for ever* - 

Of jfge the Glpry is, to ivij^ to die. 

That Wifh is Fraije and Promtfi ; it applauds 

PaftLife, and promifes our future Bliis. 

What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 

Grand*climaderical Abfurdities ! ^ 

Grey-hair'd Authority^ to Faults of Youth, 

How (hocking ! It makes Folly thrice a Fool ; 

And oar firft Childhood might our laft defpiie. 

Pioc^ and Efieem is all that Age can hope. 

Nothing but Wifdfim gives the firft ; the laft^ 

Nothing, but the Reputt of being IFi/e. 

FoUj bars both ; our Age is quite undone. 

What Folly can be ranker ? Like our Shadows, 
Our Wifiies lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wiihihould loiter, tben^ this Side the Grave. 
Our Hearts fhould leave the World, before the KaeU 
Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Tempeft, die in Port ; ^ 
Jge fliottld fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat 
Defeas of JudgmeJi and the fFUPi fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, foleqin Shore 
Of that vaft Ocean it muft fail fo foon ; 
And put Gocd-nAferks on Board ; and wait the Wimi 
Thajt Ihortly blows us into Worlds unknown. 
If unconfider^i too, a dreadful Scen^ I 

All llu>uld be Prophets to themfelves ; forefee 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafte ; 
This Art w<j|^.d wafte the Bitternefs of Death. 
The Thought of X)eath ^one, the Fear deftroy&i 
A DifafFe£kton to that precious Thought 
Is more thaa Midmght Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which flccps beneath it, on a. Frecifice^ 
Puff'd off by thr^d Blafi, and loft for ever, 
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Doft afk, LoRBNZOy why fo warmly preft» 
By Repetition hammer'd on thine Ear, 
The Thought of I>cath ? That Thought is the Machine^ 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. That Thought ply'd home 
Will feon reduce the ghaftly Precipice 
O'er hanging Hell, will foften the Defcent, 
And gently (lope our Pafiage to the Grave ; 
How warmly to be wiiht ! What Heart of Flefli 
Would trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extrett^es } 
Yawn o*er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackeft Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language too well known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its All to Chance, 
Andijlamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep Pace 
With Deftiny ; and ere her Sciflars- cut 
My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Threadi 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my flumbVing Reafon to fend forth 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe ; 
To fally ; and forvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thoufand MefTengers to Man ; 
Who, JfiHU-like, behind him turns them all. 
All Accidmt apart, by Nature iign'd. 
My Warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet i 
Perhaps behind on^ Moment lurks my Fate. 

Mufl I X^^nfomuard only look for Death ? 
Backnjoard I turn mine Eye, and find him there* 
Man is a Sclf-furvivor ev*ry Year. 
Man, like a $trcam. is in perpetual Flow, 
Death's a Deftroycr of Quotidian Prey. 
My ri«/i&, tSiy Noon-tide^ His j my Yeflefday ; 
The bold Invader ihares the frefent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Former (huts the Grave. 
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While Man is growing. Life is in Decreafe ; 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Oar Birth is nothing bat oar Death began ; 
As Tapers wafle, that InHant they take Fire. 

Shall we then fear, left that flioald come to pafs. 
Which comes to pafs each Momeilt of oar Lives ? 
If fear we maft* let that Death turn us pale. 
Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains 
Should cather call on Death« than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my fault, and my Discline ! 
Thoughtlefs of Death* butxwhen your Neighbour's Knell 
(Rude Vifitant !) knocks hard at your dull Senfe, 
And with its Thunder fcarce obtains your Eari 
Be Death your Theme in ev'ry Place ind Hour; 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires I 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you fhall die. 
That Death you dread (fo great is Nature's Skill 1) 
Know, you (hall courts before you 0iall £jijoy. 

But you are learn'd ; in Volumes, .deep you fit | 
In Wifdom, fhallow : Pompous Ignorance ! 
Would you be ftill more learned, than the Learn'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Kno^wUdge^ which impairs your Benfi. 
Our needful Knowledge, like our needful Food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's commbn Field ; 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Feaft. 
You fcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of Naiture and Experience^ Moral Truth ; 
Of indifpcnfable, eternal Fruit ; 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding, turn to Gods : 
And dive in Sde»f;e for diftinguilh'd Names, 
Difhoneft Fomentation of your Pride ; ^ 
Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Light, httt not Heat ; it leaves you undevout, 
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'frozen at Heart, while Speculation (hines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 
Of knowing AH, but what avaib you, known* 
if you would learn Deaths CbaraQer.t attend. 
All Cafb of Condua, all Degrees of Healthy 
All Dies of Fortune, and all Dat^ of Age, 
Together fhook in his Impartial Urn, 
Come forth at .random : Or if Choice is made; 
The Choice is quite y&rr^iV, and infults 
All bold Conjedure, and fond Hopes of Man* 
What countlefs Multitudes, not only hemtt 
fi^t deeply dif appoint us, by their Deaths 1 
Tho' great our Sorrow, greater our Surjprize. 

Like Qtber Tyrants, Death delights to fmite. 
What, fmitten, mod proclaims the Pride of Pow% 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy fupreme. 
To bid the Wretch furvive the Fortunate ; 
The FeeUe wrap th' Athletic in his Shroud^ 
And weeping Fathers build their Childrens Tomb^ 
Me Thine, Narciss a !— — What tbo' fliort thy Date f 
Vittutf not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 
That Life is long, which anfwers Life's great End. 
The Time that bears no Fruity deferves no Name ; 
The Man of Wifiiom is the Man of Years. 
In hoary Youth Me-thusalbms may die ; 
O how nujdated on their flatt'ring Tombs ! 

Narcissa's Touth has^ledar'd me thus far. 
Andean her Gaiity give Counfel tooi 
That» like the Jenus fam*d Oracle of Gems^ 
Sparkles Inftrudion ^ fuch a^ throws new Light* 
And opens more the Char a3tr of Death y 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! this thy Vaunt : 
** Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old ; 
** Ev^n let him fweep his Rubbilh to the Grave ; 
*' Let him not violate kind Nature^s Laws, 

Fa' "But 
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"But own Man born to Li^ve^ as well as Die,** 
Wretched and Old Thou giv'ft Him ; Toung and Gey 
He takes ; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 
What if I prpve, ** The farthell from the Fear, 
** Are often neareft to the Stroke of Fate ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an End* 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life : 
As if bright Embers fhould emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkled from Narcissa's Eye, 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to live. 
As Nature's Oppofitcs wage endlefs War, 
For this Offence, as Trcafon to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where Luft^ and turbulent Ambition^ fleep. 
Death took fwift Vengeance, As he Life detefts^ 
More Life is ftill more odious ; and, rcduc'd 
By Conqueft, aggrandizes more his Pow'r. 
But ^wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By Heav'n's Decree, 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 
In aweful Expedtation of our End. 
^bus runs Death's dread Commiflion : " Strike, buty^» 
*• As moft alarms the Living by the Dead." 
Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize, - 
And cruel Sport with Man's Securities. 
Not iimple Conqueft, Triumph is his Aim ; 
And, where leaft fear'd, there Conquefl tiiumphs moft« 
This proves my bold AjfTertion not too bold. 

What are His Arts to lay our Fears afleep ? 
Tiherian Arts his Purpofes wrap up 
In deep Di^imulation's darkeH Night. 
Like Princes unconfefl in foreign Courts, 
Who travel under Cover, Death affumes 
The Name and Look of Lifet and dwells among us. 
He takes all Shapes that ferve his black Deiigns : 
Tbo' Mailer of a wider Empire, far 

Thaa 
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Than that, o'-er which the Roman Eagle flew ; 
Like Neroy he's a Fidler, Charioteer, 
Or drives his Phaeton^ in Fern ale -Guife ; 
Quite unfufpedled, till, the Wheel beneath. 
His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 

He moft afFeds the Forms leaft like himfdf, 
His flender Self. Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and fleek Difguife. 
Eehind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambufti in a Smile ; or wanton dive 
In Dimples deep ; Love's Eddies, which draw itt 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Defpair. 
Such, on Narcissa's Couch, ke loiter'd long 
Unknown ; and, when detected, ftill was feen 
"Vo/mtte ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death ! 

Moii happy they ! whom leaft his Arts deceive. 
One Eye on Death, and one full fix'd on Heav^iiy 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man. 
Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy^ 
I've feen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant drefs ; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back. 
And (hew Lorenzo the furprifing Scene ; 
If 'twas a Dream, his Genius can explain. 

Twas in a Circle. of the Gay I flood. 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature pu(ht him back^ 
Supported by a Doftor of Renown, 
His Point he gained. Then artfully difmifi 
The Sage ; for D^ath defign'd to be conceal'd. 
He gave aa old vivacious Ufurer 
His meagre Aipeil, and his naked Bones J 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prey, 
A pamper 'd Spendthrift ; whofe fantatlic Air, 
Well-fafhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 
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He took in Change, and anderneath the Pridr - 
Of coftly Linen, tuck*d his filthy Shroud. 
His crooked Bow he flraiten'd to a Cane ; 
And hid his dea!d]y Shafts in Myra's Eye. 
The dreadful Mafquerader^ thus equipt, 
Out-fallies on Adventures. Aik you where ?^ 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar Haunts, 
Let this fuffice f fore as Night fellows Day, 
DMih treads in Plea/ur^s Footileps round the Worldf^ 
When Fleafure treads the Paths, which Rea/ou fhuns*- 
V/hen,^ againft Rea/otiy Riot fhuts the Door, 
And Gaifty Tupplies the Place of Sen/cj 
Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball,- 
Death leads the Dance, or damps the deadly Die y 
Nor ever f^ils the midnight Bowl to cro\yn. 
Gaily carouling to his gay Compeers^ 
Inly he laughs,- to fee them laugh at hinn 
As abfent fkr : And when the Revel burnsr. 
When Fear is banifh'd, and triumphant Thought^ 
Calling for all the* Joys beneath the Moon, 
Agaihft him turns the Key \ and bids him fup 
With theiT Progenitors — He drops his Ma(k ; 
Frowns out ac full ^ they Hart, defpair, expire- 
Scarce with more fudden' Terror and Surprize; 
From his black Mafque of Nitre, toach'd by Fire,* 
He burils, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And i& not this triumphant Treachery, 
And mare thanJimpU Conquefl^ in the Fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy Soul 
In foft Security, becaufe unknown 
Which Moment is commiffion'd to deilroy I 
In DtatFs Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fixt ; 
Fixt as a Centine)» all Eye, all Ear, 

An 
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All Expeffation of the coining Foe. 

Rouie, ftand in Arms, nor lean againil thy Spear ; 

Left Slamber ileal one Moment o*er thy Soul, 

And ¥at$ farprife thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong $ 

Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 

Of dying well \ tho' doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let Life's Period hidden (as from moft) 

Hide too from Thee the precious Vfi of Life. 

Early, notfadden, was Narcissa's Fate. 
Soon, notfurprifing. Death )xk&y\^i paid. 
Her Thought went forth to meet him on his Way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho* Fortune too (our third and final Theme), 
As an Accomplice, play'd her gaudy Plumes, 
And ev'ry glitt'ring Gewgaw, on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. 
Death'' s dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man ; 
And ev'ry Thought that mifles it, is blind. 
Fortune^ with Touth and Gaiety^ confpir'd 
To weave a triple Wreath of Happinefs 
(If Happinefs on Earth) to crown her Brow. 
And could Death charge thro' fuch a ihining Shield ? 

That (hining Shield in<uites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ftrongly preach Humility to Man. 
O how portentous is Profperity ! 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it (hines ! 
Few Years but yield us Proof, of Death's Ambition, 
To call his Vidlims from the faireil Fold, 
And flieath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
V/ith recent Honours, bloom'd with ev'ry Blifs, 
Set up in OHentation, made the Gaze, 
The gaudy Centre, of the public|c Eye, 
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When Fortune thus has tofs'd her Child in Air, 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our Morning's Envy ! and our Ev'ning's Sigh I 
As if her Bounties were the Signal giv'n. 
The flow'ry Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Ajrows on the dellin'd Prey. 

High Fortune feems in cruel League with Fate, 
Aflc you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuftrious Spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 
And burns Lorenzo flill for the Sublime 
Of Life } to hang his airy Neft on high. 
On the flight Timber of the topmoft Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall I 
Granting grim Death at equal Diftance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juft where jimhition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happinefs denfdf 
Lorenzo ! no: 'Tis Happinefs Sfdain^d. 
She comes too meanly drell to win our Smile ; 
And calls herfelf Content f a homely Name ! 
Our Flame is Tran/port^ and Content our Scorn. 
AmhiUon turns, and (huts the Door again ft her^ 
And weds a ToiU a Tempefi^ in her ftcad ; 
A Tempejf to warm Tranfport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal State admits. 
Life's modeft Joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our Ecftafies are Wounds to Peace : 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And fince thy Peace is dear, ambitious Youth I 
Of Fortune fond, as tlioughtlefs of thy Fate! 
As late I drew Death's Pidlure, to flir up 
Thy wholefome Fears ; now, drawn in Contraft, fee 
Gay Fortune* 1 9 thy vain Hopes to reprimand, 

See^ 
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See, high in Air, the fportive Goddefs hangs, 
Unlocks her Calket, fpreads her glittVing Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to pufF abroad 
Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
All rulh rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; 
Sons o*er their Fathers, Subjefts o*er their Kings, 
Priefts o'er their -Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
(Still OT^r^ ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters^ mofl, where Virtue (hines no more- ; 
As Stars from abfent Suns have Leave to fhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkennell'd from the Prifons, and the Stews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their Idol's Praife ! 
All, ardeftt, eye each Wafture of her Hand, 
And^ wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morfel on Morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, thro' mad Appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and rav'nous flill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft Game, 
And bold to feize thegreateft. U (bleft Chance !) 
Court-Zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly,.. 
O'er Juft, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning Scent of Place or Pow'r, 
Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till th^y die. 
Or, if for Men you take them, as I mark 
Their Manners, Thou their various Fates furvey,. 
With Aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous Speed, 
Some darting, ftrike their ardent Wilh far off. 
Thro* Fury to poGTefs it : Some fucceed. 
But flumble, and let fall the taken Prize. 
Fromy&»ff, by fudden Blafts, 'tis whirl'd away. 
And lodg'd in Bofoms that ne'er dream'd of Gain. 
To/ome it fticks fo clofe, that, when torn olF, 
Torn is the Man, and-mortal is the Woond^ 
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Some^ o'er-enaxnonr'd of their Bags, ran ma49 
Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of ^ead. 
Together ^ffir (unhappy Rivals !) feize, 
^ And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 
Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and fmiles : 
Smiles too the Goddefs ; bat fmiles moft at thoie, 
(Juft Vidims of exorbitant Deiire !) 
Whoperiih at their own Requefl, and, whelmed 
Beneath her Load of lavifli Grants, expire. 
Fertum is famous for her Numbers ilaio. 
The Number flnall, which Happinefs can bear, 
Tho' 'various for a while their Fates ; at laft 
Om Curfe involves them All : At Death's Approach^ 
Ail ittad their Riches backward into Lofs, 
And mourn in juft Proportion . to their Store, 

And Deatb^% Approach (if orthodox.my Song) 
Is haften'd by the Lure of FortuH^s Smiles. 
And art thou ftill a Glutton of bright Gold f 
And art thou ftill rapacious .of thy Ruin I 
Death loves a fliining Mark, a fignal Blow ; 
A Blow, which, while it executes, alarms f 
And ftartles Thoufands with a fingle Fall. 
As when fome ftately Growth of Oak, or Pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly (preads her Shade* 
The Sun's Defiance, and the Flock's Defence ; 
By the ftrong Strokes of laboring Hindf fubdu'd. 
Load groans her laft, and, rufhing from her Height, 
In cumbrous Ruin, thunders to the Ground : 
The confcious Foreft trembles at the Shock, 
And Hill, and Stream, and diftant Dale, refound. 

Thefe high-aim'd Darts of Deaths and thefe alone^ 
Should I cdiedl, my Quiver would be fixU. 
A Quiver, which, fufpended in mid Air, 
Of near Heav'n's Archn^ in the Zodiac, hung, 
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(So'could It be) fifould draw the public E/e, 
The Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind \ 
A Condellation aweful» yet benign. 
To guide the Qay thro' Life's tempeftuous Wavei 
Nor fuffer them to Urike the common Rock, 
'^ From greater Danger to grow more fecure, 
*\ And, wrapt in Happinefs, forget their Fate*** 

LrsANDEft, happy paft the common Lot, 
Was wam'd of Danger, but too^o^ to fear* 
He woo'd the fair Af pasi a : She was'kind : 
In Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were bleft : 
All who knew, cnvy'd ; yet in Envy lov'd : 
, Can Fancy form more finifli'd Happinefs \ 
Fixt was tlie Nuptial Hour. Her flbiiely Dome 
Rofe on the ibuQding Beach. The glitt'riag Spires 

Float in the Wave, and break againft the Shore : 

So break thofe glitt'ring Shadows^ Human Joys. 

The faithlef^ Morning fmil'd : He takes his Leave, 

To re-imbrace in Ecftaiies, at Eve. 

The rifing Storm, forbids. The News arrives : 

Untold, fhe faw it in her Scyirant's Eye. 

She felt it fcen (her Heart isvas apt to fed) ; 

And, drown'd, without'^the furious Ocean's Aid, 

In fuffbcating Sorrows ihares his Tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous. Bridal Monulnent, 

The guilty Billows innocently roar ; 

And the rough Sailor pafling, drops a Tear. 

A Tear ? — Can Tears fuffice ? — But not for me. 

How vain our Efforts ! and our Arts, how vain ! 

The diftant Train of ThcwghtJ took, to Ihun, 

Has thrown me on my Fate — Thefe dy'd together ; 

Happy in Ruin ! undi*vorc^d by Death ! 

Or ne'3r to meet, or ne'er to p'art, is Peace — 

Narcissa ! Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee. 
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Yet Thoa waft only near me ; not ffijifil/: 
Suvnyefny/elfP^-nat cares all other Woe. 
Narcissa lives; Philander is forgot. 
O the foft Commerce ! O the tender T3Fe8, 
Clofe^t^ifted with the Fibres of the Heart I 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the Soij<l 
Of Human Joy ;' and make it Pain to live— 
And is it then to live ? When ^b Friends part, 
*Tu tke Survivor die»-^y Heart ! no more. 
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NIGHT the SIXTH. 

THE 

NFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

IN TWO P A R T S, 

CONTAIN^INa 

I2»^ Nature, Proof, ^»i Import ancjb^ 
of IMMORTALITY. 

PART THE FIRST. 

Where, among other Things, G L o R x and R I C u I 5 an», 

. particutai'iy ^pnfidered. 

Humbly f nfcrtbed ta the Right fbnoimble 

H E N R r P E L H A M, 

Firll Lord Commissioner of the T r e a s u r-T^ 

and C H A N c E L L o R of the Ex C H E (^ E R. 
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JT*-^ ^ ^ges have Been deeper in Di/pute about Religion^ 
"^ tbantkis* The Dlfpute about Religion y and the FraSiici 
§f it 9 feldom go together. The Jbortery tberefire, the Dif- 
futey the better • I think it may be reduced to thisJingU 
^eftioHt U Man Immortal, or is he hot } If be is not, 
all our Di/putes are Tnere AmufementSy or Trials of SAill, Im 
this Cafe 9 Truth, Reafon, Religion, which give our Dif 
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C9urfesfuch Pomp amd Solemnity 9 art (as will bejbenvn) mere 
jmpty Sounds t nvithout any Meaning in them. But if Man 
is Immortaly it nniU behove him to bg *uery ferious about 
eternal Confequeuces ; or 9 in other Words, to be truly reli^ 
gious* And this great fundamental Truth, uneftahlijbed, or 
unawakeu'd in the Minds of Men, is, I conceive, the real 
Souree and Support of all our Infidelity ; hotu remote foever 
the particular Obje£fions advanced may feem to be from it, 

Senfible Appearances affe^ moft Men much more than 
abftra£l R^afooings ; and ive daily fee Bodies drop around 
us, but the Soal is invifible* The Ponver which Inclinatioa 
has over the Judgment, // greater than can be nvell con- 
ceived by thofe that have not had an Experience of it ; and' 
^f ivhat Numbers is it the fad Inter eft, that Souls Jhould not 
furvive ! The Heathen World confej/ed, that they rather 
hoped » than firmly believed Immortality 1 and how matey 
Heathens have vse ftill amongft us / The facred Page ajfitres 
MS, that Life and Immortality is brought to Light by the 
Gofpel : But by how many is the Gofpel rejeSed, or over^ 
. looked! From thefe Confidereuions, and from my being, acci^ 
dentalfy, privy to the Sentiments of fome particular Perfons^ 
I have been long perfuaded, that moft, if not all, our Infidels 
{vjhatever Name they take, and vohatever Scheme, for Ar^ 
gumenfsfake, and to keep themfelves in Countenance, they 
fatronixe) are fupported in their deplorable Error, by fome 
Doubt of their Immortality, at the Bottom. And I amfa-^ 
tisfied, that Men once thoroughly convinced of their Immorta^ 
lity, are not far from being Chriftians* For it is hard to 
conceive, that a Manfully confcious eternal Pain or Happinefs 
nvill certainly be his Lot, fl?ould not earneftly, and impartitdly ^ 
inquire after the fur eft Means of efcaping One, andfecuring 
the other. And offuch an earneft and impartial Inquiry, I 
pwell knovothe Coiifsqvence, 

Here, therefore, in Proof of this moft fundamental Truths 
fome plcun Arguments are offered'. Arguments derived f rone 
4 Principles 
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PrtMcipliS wbicb Infidels adndt in common 'v&ith Believers ; 
jfrgumiMtSj njifbicb apptar to me ahogether irrefiftihlt ; and 
Jucb asf I ^m /atisfiedy nvili have great Weight tvitb aH'p 
'who ginje theHif elves the /mall Trouble of looking firioujly into 
their own Bo/oms^ and of ohferving^ with any tolerable De^ 
gree of Attention^ what daily paffes round about them4n tbt 
Wtrld. If fome Arguments JhaU^ Here, occur ^ which 
Others have declined y th^ are fubmstted^ with all Deference^ 
to better y^dgments in this, of all Points, the moft important* 
FoTf as ti the Being of a God^ that is no longer diluted; 
but it i{ undiluted for this Rea/on only ; viz. Becaufi where 
the Uaft Prttence to Reafon is admitted, itmuftfor ever ht 
indi/puia ble. And of confequence no Man can bt betrayed into 
a Difpnte of that Nature by Vanity , which has a principal 
Share, in animating our modern Combatants agalnft other 
Articles of our Belief 
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Q H E * (for I know not yet her Name in Heaven) 
O I^t early, Hke Narcissa, left the Scene ; 
Nor fudden, like PaiLANDER. What Avail f 
This feeming Mitigation but inflamed ; 
This fanfy'd Med'cine heightens the Difeale, 
The longer known, the clofer ftill Ihe grew ; 
And gradual Parting is a gradual Death. 
*Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extorts 
By tardy Preffure's iUll-incrcafing Weight, 
From hardeft Hearty, Confeffion of Diftrefs. 

O the long, dark Approach thro' Years of Pain, 
Death's Gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal Doubt, and fable Terror, hung j , 
Sick Hrpe^s pale Lamp, its only glimm'ring Hay : 

• Heferrbg to Ni^ht the Fifth. 

There, 
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There, Fate my melancholy Walk ordain'd> 
Forbid Self-love itfclf to flatter. There. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad ! 
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in Smiles ! 
In Smiley {he funk her Grief, to leffen mine. 
She fj^oke me Comfort, and increased my Pain. 
Like pow'rfal Armies trenching at a Town, 
By flow, and fllent, but refliUefs Sap, 
In his pale Progrefs gently gaining Ground, 
Deatk urg'd his deadly Siege ; in fpite of Art» 
Of all the balmy Bleflings Nature lends 
To fttccoar frail Humanity. Ye Stars I 
(Not now fyfi made familiar to my Sight) 
And thou, O Moon ! bear Witnefs ; many a Night 
M He tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 
Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock, 
By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Pofl 
Of Obfervation ! darker ev'ry Hour ! 
Lefs dread the Day that drove me to the Brink, 
And pointed at Eternity below ; 
When my Soul fliudder'd at Futurity ; 
When, on a Moment's Point, th' important Dye 
Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 
And turned up Life ; my Title to more Woe* 

But why more Woe ? More Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is^ead, but that which wifli'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchednefs and Pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, galPd, 
Block'd up the Pafs, and barr'd ffom real Life, 
Where dwells that Wifti moft ardent of the Wife J^ 
Too dark the Sun to fee it ; higheft Stars 
Too low to reach it; Deaths great Death 2\oxit^ 
*0'er Stars and Sun^ triumphant, land* us There, 

z Nor- 
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Nor dreadful our Tranfitkn ; tho' the Mind, 
An Artift at creating Self-alarms, 
Rich in Expedients for Inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's Portrait true ? The Tyrant rssstx fau 
Our Sketch all random Strokes, Conjedkure all ; 
Clofe Ihuts the Grave, nor tells one fingle Talc. 
Deaths and his Image rifing in the Brain, 
Bear faint Refemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear fhakes the Pencil ; Fancy loves Excefs, 
Dark Ignorance is laviHi of her Shades : 
And Tbefe the formidable Pidure draw. 

But grant the Worft ; 'tis paft ; new Profpedls rift | 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. 
.Far other Views our Contemplation claim. 
Views that o'erpay the Rigours of our Life * 
Views that fufpend our Agonies in Death* 
Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality^ 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant Thought f 
Long Life might lapfe. Age unperceiv'd come on ; 
And find the Soul unfated with her Theme, 
Its Nature^ Proofs Importance^ fire my Song. 
O that my Song could emulate my Soul ! 
Like her. Immortal. No ! — the Soul difdain* 
A Mark fo mean ; far nobler Hope inflames \ 
If cndlefs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 
Let not the Laurel, but the Palmy infinre. 

Thy Nature^ Immortality I who knows ? 

And yet who knows it not ? It is but Life 

In ftronger Thread of brighter Colour fpun> 

And fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 

In Stygian Dye, how blacky how brittle here ! 

How (hort our Correfpondence with the Sun 1 

And while it lafts, inglorious ! Our* heft Deed?, 

How wanting in their Weight ! Our highefl Joys 

Smali 
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Small Cordials to fupport as in oar Fain, 

And give us Strength to faffer. But how Grtaf 

To mingle Int'reftsy Converfe« Amities, 

With all the Sons of Keafinj fcatter'd wide 

Thro' habitable Space* where-ever born. 

However endow'd I To live free Citizens 

Of univ^fal Natare ! To lay hold 

By more than leeble Faith on the Suprenu ! 

To call Heaven's rich unfathomable Mines 

(Mines, which fupport Archangels in their State) 

Our own ! To rife in Science, as in Blifs, 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies ! 

To read Creation j read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Bofoin of the Deity ! ' 

The Flan, and Execotioni to collate I 

To fee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 

All Cloud, all Shadow, blown remote ; and leave 

No My fiery but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on the Seraphs flaming Wing, 
VTomEsLxih'B Aceldama^ this Field of Blood, 
Of inward Anguifh, and of outward 111, 
. From Darknefs, and from Duft, to fuch z Scene ! 
LovVs Element ! true Joy's illullrious Home ! 
From Earth's fad Contrail (now deplor'd) more fair ! 
What exquiiite Viciflitude of Fate I 
Bleft Abfolution of our blackell Hour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe are Thoughts that make Man Man» 
The Wife illumine, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
And ev'ry Moment fear to fink beneath 
The Clod nve tread j foon trodden by our Sons) 
THow Great, in the wild Whirl of Tint's Purfuits, 
To flop, and paufe, involv'd in high Prefage, 
Thro' the long Vifto of a thoufand Years, 
To itand contemplating our diftant Selves, 
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As in. a- naagnifying Mirror feen, 
Ehlarg'd^ Eonobled, Elevate, Divine f 
To prophefy our own Futurities ! 
To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranfcends 7 ^ 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys 
As far beyond Conception, as Defert, 
Ourfelvcs th* aftonilh'd Talkers, and the Tale ! 
Lorenzo, fwells thy Bofom at the Thought? 
The Swell becomes thee : 'tis an honeft Pride. 
Revere thyfelf ;— and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His Kature no Man can o*er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his Merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modeft, where thou flrouldft be proud ; 

That almoft univerfal Error ihun. 
Howy«/? our Pride, when we behold tbofi Heights I 
Not thofe Amhttktt paints in Air, but thoier 
Rea/on points out, and ardent Virtue gains f 
And Angels emulate; our Pride how juft ! 
When mount we ? When thefe Shackles caft ? When ^h 
This Cell of the Creation ? This fmall Neft, 
Stuck in. a ^Corner of the Univerfe, 
Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun Air ? 
Pine-fpun to Senfe ; but grofs and feculene 
To Souls cekdiali Souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambroiial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Time\ farther Shore, 
Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full Arrears ; 
While Pomp Imperial begs an Alms of Peace. 
In Empire high, or in proud Science deep. 
Ye bom of Earth ! on what can yon confer. 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, ' 

As 0n Ms Theme, which An^ls praife and fhare ? 
Man's Fates sad Favours Are a Theme in Heaven. 

Whtt 
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What wretched Repetition cloys uf here / 
What periodic Potions for the Sick ! 
Diilemper'd Bodies ! and diftemper'd Minds ! 
In an Efernityy what Scenes fhalLflrike ! 
Adventures thicken ! Novelties furprife ! 
What Webs of Wonder fhall unravel, there I 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th* Almighty's Footfteps in the Deep! 
How (hall'the bleifed Day of our Difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate^ 
And ftraiten its inextricable Maze ! 

If inextinguiihable ThirH in Man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our Banquet Thert<t 
There f not the Moral World alone unfolds i 
*rhe World Material^ lately feen in Shades, 
And, in thofe Shades, by Fragments only fees. 
And feen thofe Fragments by the laboring Eye, 
Unbroken, then? illuftrious, and intire,. 
its ample Sphere, its univerfal Frame;. 
In full Dimenfions, fwells to the Survey ; 
And enters, at one Glance, the ravifli'd Sight. 
From feme fuperior Point (where, who can* tell/ 
Suffice it, 'tis a Point where Gods reiide^) 
How ftiall the Stranger Man's illuroin'd Eyc^ 
In the vaft Ocean of unbounded Space, 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Divide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In endlefs Voyage, without Port ? The leaft 
Of thefe diffeminated Orbs, how great ! « 

Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs. 
Huge, as Leviathan^ to that fmall Race, 
Thofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe ! 
Yet what are theft ftupendous to the Whole f 
As Particles, as Atoms ill-perceiv'd ; 

As 
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A$ circulating Globules in our Veins ; ~ 
So vaft the Plan : Fecundity Divine ! 
Exub'rant Source I perhaps, I wrong thee fiill. 

If Admiration is a Source of Joy, 
What Tranfport hence ! Yet this the Leaft in Heaven. 
What ThiriQ that illuflrious Robe He wears, 
Who toft this Mafs of Wonders from his Hand, 
A Specimen, an £arnefty of his Power ? 
*Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows. 
As the Mead's meaneft Plow'ret to the Sun, 
Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven? 
This Blifs fupreme of the fupremely Bleft ? 
Death, only Death, the Queftion c&n refolve. 
By Death, cheap-bought th' Ideas of our Joy ; 
The bare Ideas ! Solid Happinefs 
So diftant from its Shadow chas'd below. 

And chafe we ftili the Phantom thro* the Fire, i 
O'er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death ? 
And toil we ftill for fublunary Pay ? 
Defy the Dangers of the Field and Flood, 
Or, Spider-like, fpin out our precious All# 
Our more than Vitals fpin (if no Regard 
To great Futurity) in curious Webs* 
Of fubtle Thought, and exquiiite Deiign ; 
(Fine Net-work of the Brain !) to catch a Fly I 
The momentary Buz of vain Renown ! 
A Name ! a mortal Immortality 1 

Or (meaner ftill !) inftead ojf grafpihg Air, 
For fordid Lucre plunge we in the Mire ? 
Drudge, fwcat, thro' ev'ry Shame, for ev'ry Gai«^ 
For vile contaminating Trafti ; throw up 
Our Hope in Heav'n, our Dignity with M)ml 
And deify the Dirt, matured to Gold ? 
AmbitioHy Avarice ; the two Damont thefc. 
Which goad thro* ts^ry Slough our Human Herd, 

Hard- 
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Kard-travell'd from the Ctadlc to the Grave. 
How low the Wretches ftoop ! How fteep they climb I 
Thefe D^tmons burn Mankind ; but moft pofiefs 
tiO&ENZo's Bofosi, and turn out the S)ue&. 

Is it in Time tp hide Eitmity f 
And why not ilk an Atom on the Shore, 
To cover JOcean ? or a Mote, the Sun f 
CUry anhl WeaUb i have They this blinding JPow'r f 
What if to Them I prove Lorenzo blind? 
Would it furprize Thee? Be thou then furpris'd; 
Thou niithtr know'ft : Theif Matvue learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as Tbtft Suhje3s feem. 
What clofe Conncxibn ties them to my Theme* 
Pirft, what is True Ambition ? The Purfuit 
Of Glory, nothing le/s than Man can fhare* 
Were they as vain, as gau^y-minded Man, 
As flatulent with Fumes of Self-applaufe, 
Their Arts and Conquefls Animals might boaft. 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well a^ We;. 
But not CeUftial. Here we (land alone ; 
As in our Form, diilind, pre-eminent ; 
If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame ; 
And Man ihould blufh, his Forehead meets the Skiet. 
The Fifibk and Frejknt are fox Brutes, 
A flender .Portion I and a narrow Bound \ 
Thefe Reafin^ with an £nergy divine, 
O'erleaps ; and claims the Future and Un/een ; 
The vaft tf^fren ! the Future fathomlefs ! 
When the great Soul buoys up to this high Point, 
Leaving grdfs Nature*^ Sediments below. 
Then, and then only, Adamh Offspring quits 
The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woods^ 
Aflerts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 
This is Ambition : This is Hu^nan Fireu 

Ca. 
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Can Parts or Piace (two bold Pretenders !) 
Lorenzo great, and pluck hiin from the Thi 
Genius and Artf Ambition's boafted Wings, 
Our Boa/l but ill de&rve. A feeble Aid ! 
DedaUan Eng^n'ry I If Tbefe alone 
Affift our Flight,* Fame^% Plight is Ghry\ Fall, 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fb high. 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name. 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold, 
When I behold a Genius bright, and bafe. 
Of towering Talents, and terrcftrial Aims ; 
Methinksl fee, as thrown from her high Sphere, 
The glorious Fragments of a Soul immortal, 
With Rubbiih mix'd, and glitt'ring in the Duft. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy Sight, 
At once Compaffion foft, and Envy^ rife —— • 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright, 
If wanting Worth, are (hining Inftruments 
In falfe Ambition's Hand, to finiih Faults 
Illuftrious, and give Infamy Renown. 

Great /// is an Atchievement ©f great Pwiprs. 
Plain Senfe but rarely leads us far aftray. 
Reafcn the Means, AffsQkns chufe our End ; 
Means have no Merit, if our End amifs. 
If wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain ; 
What is a Pelham's Head/ to Pelham's Heart I 
Hearts are Proprietors of all Applaufe. 
Right Ends, and Means, make Wifdom : Worldly-wife 
Is biit half-mxxtdij at its higheft Praife. 

Let G^/W then defpair to make thee greats 
Kor fatter Station : What is Sution high ? 
'Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boafts^ and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
^nd oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
Monarcfas, and Mfnillers, are aweful Names ; 

Whoever 
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Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoir. 

Religion, public Order, fioth exacl 

External Homage, and a fupple Knee, 

To Beings pompouHy fet up, to ferve 

The meaneft Slave ; all more is Merit's dae. 

Her facred and inviolable Right ; 

Nor ever paid the Monarchy but the Man. 

Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior Worth i 

Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the Man in their Account^ 

And vote the Mantle into Majeily. 

Let i^tfmall Salvage boaft his Silver Fur ; 

His royal Robe unborrowed, and unbought. 

His p-TVff, defcending fairly from his Sires. 

Shall Man be proud to wear his Livery, 

And Souls in Ermin fcorn a Soul without ? 

Can Place or leffen us, or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are Pygmies ftill, tho' perch'd on Alps % 

And Pyramids are Pyramids in Vales. 

Each Man makes his own Stature, builds himfelf : 

Virtue alone out-builds the Pyramids 5 

Her Monuments fhall laft, when Egypi^s fall. 

Of thefe fure Truths doft thou demand the Caufe I 
The Caufe is lodg'd in Immortality, 
Hear, and affent. Thy Bofom burns for Pow'r ; 
. What Station charms thee ? I'll inftall thee there y 
^Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething le/s than Man. 
Has thy new Poft bctray'd thee into Pride ? 
That treach'rous Pride betrays thy Dignity ; 
That Pride defames Humanity, -and calls 
The Being mean, which Staffs or Strings can raife. 
That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in Darknefs foarSf 
•From Blindnefs bold, and towVing to the Skies. 
ITis born of Ignorance^ which knows not Man : 
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An Angel's Second ; nor his Second, long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne, 
And courting Glory from the tinkling String, 
But faintly fhadows an immortal Soul, 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Rapture fir'd. 
If nobler Motives minifter no Cure, 
Ev*n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High Worth is elevated Place : 'Tis more ; 
It makes the Poft iland Candidate for Thee; 
M^kes more than Monarchs, makes an honeft Man 5 
Tho' no Exchequer it commands, 'tis Wealth ; 
And tho' it wears no Ribband, 'tis Renown.; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrac'd. 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Matter's Smile. 
Other Ambition Nature interdids ^ 
Nature proclaims it mofl a'bfurd in Man, 
By pointing at his Origin, and End ; 
Milk', and a Swathe, atfirft, his whole Demand; 
His whole Domain, at loft, a Turf or Stone ; 
To whom, befufeeny a World may feem too fmalL 

Souls truly great dart forward on the Wing 
Of jufi Ambition^ to the grand Refult, 
The Curtain's Fall ; there, fee tiie bulkin'd Chief 
Unfiiod behind this momentary Scene ; 
Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high. 
As Vice, or Virtue, finks him, or fublimes ;, 
And laugh at this fantaftic Mummery, 
This antic Prelude of grotefque Events, 
Where Dwarfs arc often ftilted, and betray 
A Littlenefs of Soul by Worlds o'er-run. 
And Nations laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifice 
To Cbriftian Pride ! which had with Horror ihockt 
The darkef): Fagaust ofFer'd to their Gods. 

O Thou iW^ Cbriftian Enemy to Peace ! 

Again in Arms ? Again provoking Fate \ 

G That 
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That Prince, and That alone, is truly Great, 
Who draws the Sword relaxant, gladly (heaths ; 
On Empire builds what Empire far outweighs. 
And makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies* 

Why thii fo rare ? Becaufe forgot of all 
The Day of Death ; that venerable Day, 
Which fits as Judge ; that Day,, which (hall pronounce 
On all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never (hut thy Thought againU it j 
Be Letfees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet'^ * 

That Friend confulted. Flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if Thou art Great, or Mean, 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is That Amhitian ? Then let Flames d$fcend^ 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Humiliation from a Soul, 
Which boafts her Lineage from celefUal Fire. 
Yet Tbefe are they, the World pronounces wife ; 
The World, which cancels Nature's Right and Wrong, 
And calls ne^jj Wifdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends 
His folemn Face, to countenance the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madnefs for the Whole. 
This (Tamps the Paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the Wifeft weak, the Richeft poor. 
The moft Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; 
In Triumph, mean ; and abjeft, on a Throne. 
Nothing can make it lefs than mad in Man, 
To put forth all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his Soul her full unbounded Flight, 
But reaching flr«r, who gave her Wings to fly. 
When blind Ambition quite midakes her Road, 
And downward pores, for that which fhines above, 
Subftantial Happinefs, and true Renown ; 
Then, like an Idiot gazing on the Brook,, 

W< 
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We leap at Stars, and fallen in the Mud ; 
At Glory grafp, and fink in Infamy, 

Ambition ! powerful Source of Good and 111 ! 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Birds, 
When difengagM from Earth, with greater £afe» 
And fwifcer Flight, tranfports us to the Skies ;* 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd. 
It turns a Curfe ; it is our Chain, and Scourge, 
In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Clofe-grated by th^ fordid Bars of ^enfe ; 
AO Proiped of Eternity (hut out ; 
And, bat for Execution^ ne'er fet free* 

With Error in Ambition jaftly charg'd, 
find we Lqrsnzo wifer in his Wealth f ' 
What if thy Rental I reform ? and draw 
An Inventory new to fet thee right ? 
Where, thy triu Trcafure ? Gold fays, *< Not in me :** 
And, " Not in me,*' the-Di'mond. Gold is poor; 
India'% infolvent : Seek it in Thyielf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Being fo defcended, formM, endow'd ; 
Sky-born, iky-guided, iky-returning Race ! 
Ere6i, Immortal, Rational, Divine! 
• In ^enfett which inherit Earth, and Heav'ns ; 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; 
Far nobler ; give the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold^s bright Sire : 
Take in, at once, the Landfchape of the World, 
At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might clofe, 
And half create the wond'rous World th6y fee. 
Our S£n/eit as our Reafin^ are divine. 
But for the magic Organ's pow'rful Charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd Chaos, ftill. 
Qbjtai are but th' Occafion ; ours th' Exfloit % 
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Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 

Which Nature's admirable Picture draws ; 

And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 

like MiUoH*s E'vCi when gazing on the Lake, 

Man makes the matchlefs Image, Man admires. 

Say then. Shall Man, his Thoughts all fent abroad, 

Superior Wonders in Himfelf forgot. 

His Admiration wafte on Objeds round. 

When Heav'n makes Him the Soul of all he fees ? 

Abfurd! not rare ! fo Great, fo Mean, is Man. 

What Wealth in Sen/ei fuch as thefe ! What Wealth 
In Fancjt fir'd to form a fairer Scene 
Than Stnfe furveys ! In MinCry\ firm Record, 
Which, fliould it periih, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of o'crwhelnung Years ! 
In Colours freih, originally bright 
Pxeferve its Portrait, and report its Fate \ 
Wh^ Wealth in IntelUa^ that fov'reign Pow'rt 
Which Senfe^ and fancf^ fummons to the Bar ; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehenda ; 
And from the Mafs thofe Underlingt import, 
From their Materials' fifted, and refin'd. 
And ia!?r«/i&'s Balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms Art^ and Science, Gevemnuntf and Lanv ; 
The folid Bafiis, and the beauteous Frame, 
The Vitals, and the Grace of Ci<vil Life ! 
And Manners (fad Exception !) fet afide. 
Strikes out, with Mailer-hand, a Copy fair 
Of His Idea, whofe indulgent Thought, 
Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd husnan Blifs. 

What Weakb in Souls that foar, dive, range around, 
Di/daining Limit, or from Place, or Time; 
And hear at once, in Thought extenfive, hear 
Th* Almighty Fiat, and the Trmnpet'*s Sound ! 
Bald, on Creation's Outfide walk, and view 

What 
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What was, and is, and more than e'er ihall be ; 
Commknding, with Omnipotence of Thought, . 
Creations new in Fancy's Field to rife ! 
Soals, that can grafp whate'er th' Almighty made^ 
- . And wander wild thro' Things impoffible ! 
What Wealthy in Faculties of endlefs Growth,. 
In qu.enchlefs P anions violent to crave. 
In Liberty to chufe, in PowW to reach^ 
And in> Duration (how thy Riches rife !)- 
Duration to /^r/^/i;^^/^— -boundleis Blifs ! 

Aft you, what Pow^r refides in feeble Man- 
That BUfs to gain ? Is Firtue\ then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Prize^ 
Man's unprecarious, natural £ilate„ . 
Improveable at Will, in Virtue lies ^ 
Its Tenure fure ; its Income is divine. 

High-built Abundance, Heap on Heap ! for what ? 
To breed new Wants, and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer Scramble for the Throng i 
Soon as this feeble Pulfe, vvliich leaps fo long: 
Almoft by Miracle, is tir'd with Play; 
Like Rubbilh from difploding Engines thrown^ 
Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes 5 
New Maflers court, and call the former Fool 
(How jpftly !) for Dependence on their Stay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our Play-things ; then, ourDuiE.. 

Doft court Abundance for the fake of Peace ? 
IJeam, and lament thy felf-defeated Scheme :. 
Riches enable to be richer flill ; 
And, Richer ftilU what Mortal can refill ?• 
Thus Wealth (a cruel Taft-mafter !) injoins 
NewToilf, fucceeding Toils, aa endlefs Train !' 
And mnrd^s Peace, which taught it ^^ to fliine« . 
The Poor are half as wretched,, as the Rich ; 
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Whofe proud and painful Piivilege it is. 
At once, to bear a doable Load of Woe ; • 

To feel the Stings of Envy^ and of IVani, 
Outrageous Want ! both Indies cannot core. 

A Competence is vital to Content. 
Much Wealdi b Corpulence, if not Diicafe; 
Sick, or incumber^, is our Happinefs. 
A Competence is all we can enjoy. % 
O be content, where Heav'n can give nor more ! 
Mcre^ like a Flafh of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hoar a 
But foon its Force is fpent, nor rife our Joy» 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Difappointaient lurks in cv^rf Prize, 
As Bees in Fiow'rs ; and ftings us with Succefs. 

'Tht o-ich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns |; 
Nor knows the Wife are privy to the Lye. 
Much Learning fhews how little Mortals knonjti ; 
Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoj; 
At heft, it babies us with endlefs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Daft* 
As Monkeys at a Mirror fiand amaz*c!, 
They fail to £nd, what they fo plainly fee ; 
Thus Men, in fliining Riches, fee the Face 
Of Happinef5, nor know it is a Shade ; 
H.it g«ze, and touch, and peep, and peep again^ 
Arid wilh, and wonder it is abfent ftill. 

How P'ew can refcue Opulence from Want ! 
Who lives to Bature^ rarely can be poor ; 
\\\\Qi lives to Fancy y never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt ; the Man of Gold> 
In Debt to Fortune^ trembles at her Pow'r. 
The Man of Reafon fmiles at Her, and Death. 
O what a Patrimony tfiiar! A Being 
W foch inherent Strength and Majefly, 

Kot 
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Not WorUs poffcft can raife it ; Worlds deftroy'd 
Can't injure ; which holds on its glorious Coorfey 
When thine^ O 'Nature ! ends ; too bleft to mourn 
Creation's Obfequies. What Treafure, thh ! 
The Monarch is a Beggar to the Man. ' 

Immortal ! Ages pad, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn without Eve !^ a Race without a Goal ! 
Unfhorten'd by Progreffion In£nite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning flill, whete Computation ends t 
'Tis the Defcription of a D^ty ! 
•Tis the Defcription of the meaneft Slave .\ 
The meaneft Slave dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? 
The meaneft Slave thy /<hv' reign Glory fhares. 
Proud Youth ! faftidious of the ioiver World I 
Man's lawful Pride includes Humility ; 
Stoops to the Loweft > is too great to find 
Inferiors $ all Immortal ! Brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy Love. 

IMMORTAL ! What can ftrike the Senfe lb ftrong. 
As this the Soul f It Thunders ta the Thought \ 
Rea/on amazes ; Gratitude o'erwhekns ; 
No more we dumber on the Brink of Fate ; 
Rous'd at the Sound, th' exulting Soul afcends. 
And breathes her native Air ; an Air that feedi 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires ; 
CJaick- kindles all that is Divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring Thou-ght beneath the Stars* 

Has not Lorenzo's Bofom caught the Flame ^ 
Immortal! Were but one Immortal, how 
Would others envy I How would Thrones adore I 
Becaufe '^tis common; is the Blefling loft ? 
How this ties up the bounteous Hand of Heav'n t 
O vain, vain^ vain ! all elfe ! Eternity ! 
A glorious,, and a needful Refuge, that^ 
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From vile Imprifonmenty in abjcdl Views* 1 

*Tis Immortalityy 'tis That alone, ^ 

Amid Life's Pains 9 Ahaftments^ Emptine/s^ 

The Soul can comfort ^ eleijate^ smAJilL 

That only, and That amply, this performs ; 

Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above ; 

Their Terror thofe ; and tbefe their Luilfe lofe % 

Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all atchieves ; 

Sets Earth at Diilance ; cafts her into Shades ; 

Blends her DiHindlions ; abrogates her Pow'rs ;. 

The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 

Fortune's dread PVovvns, and faicinating Smiies^^ 

Make one pronufcuous and negleded Heap, 

I'he Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, 

Whom Immortality & full Force infpires. 

Nothing terreftrial touches his high Thought ; 

Sans fhine anfeen, and Thunders roll unheard^ 

By Minds quite confcious of their high Defcent^ 

Their prcfeat Province,, and their future Prize ;. 

Divinely darting upward tY^ty Wifli, 

Warm on the Wing, in glorious Ahfence lofl. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Belief ? 
If Earth's whole Orb, by feme due-dillant Eye 
Were feen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink,. 
Jlnd level'd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admire* 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity^s vaft Round. r 
To that ilupendpus View, when Souls awake. 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man» , 

Timers Toys fubfide ; and e^ual All below. 

Enthufiaflic, This ? Then all are weak. 
But rank..Enthufia{ls. To this godlike Height 
Some Souls have foar'd ; or Martyrs ne^er had bled. 
And all tnay do, jvhat has by Man beea dpne.. 

Who, 
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WfiOy jBeaten by thefe fublanary Storms, 

Boundlefs, interminable Joys can weigh, 

Uhraptar'd, unexalted, uninflam*d? 

What Slave unBlefi^ who from To-mo'rrow*s Dawn^ 

Expeds an.Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 

And, throned in Thoaght,. his ^i^^a/ Sceptre waves^. 

And what a Sceptre waits us ! what a Throne ! < 
Her own isnmenfe Appointments to compute^. 
Or comprehend her high Prerogatives,^. 
In this her dark Minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants^ the human Soul divine IT 
T^o great the Bounty feems for earthly Joy :- 
What Heart.but trmhks at fo ftrange a Blifs I 

In fpite of all the Truths the Mufe has fung, . 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd I 
Are there who wrap the World fo clofe abou^ them,. 
They fee no farther than the Clouds ; and dance 
On heedlefs Vanity's phantaiHc Toe, 
Till, . tumbling, at a Straw, ia their Career, 
Headlong they plunge, .where end both Dance and Song ^f 
Are there, . Lor b nzo ? Is it poilible ? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men)^ 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breads ; , 
Unconfcious as the Mountain of its Ore;., 
Or Rock, of its ineftimable Gem ? 
When Rocks ihall melt, and Mountains vanifh, Thefifh 
Shall know their Treafure ; Treafure, then^ no more. . 

Are there (ftill more amazing !) who refifl 
The rifing Thought ? Who fmother, in its Birth> 
Tlie glorious Truth ? Who ftruggle. to be Brutes I 
Who thro' this Bofom-barrier burft their Way I 
And, with reverft Ambition, ftrive to fink : 
Who labour downwards thro' th* oppofing Powers = 
Qi InfUn£t>. Reafon, and the World againft them> 
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To difmal Hope), and fheltei- in the %ock 

Of cndle{s Night ? Night datkerthan the Grave's \ 

Who fight the Prooft of InmtortaKty ? 

With Homd Zealy and execrable Art9, 

Work all their Bnginer, level their black Fires, 

To Hot from Man this Attribute divine, 

(Than vital Bkwd'far dearer to the Wift) 

Blafphemers/ and rank Atheiib to Thimfehonf 

To contradi6i them, fee all Nalure rife ! 
What Objea, what£vaat, the Moon beneath. 
Bat argues, or endears; an After-fcene ? 
To Reafon proves,- or weds it to Dejirt f 
All things proclaim it needful ; fome advance 
One predous Step beyond, aiid prove il fur e. 
A thoufand Arguments (warm round my Pen, 
Fronf Heaven, and Eanh, and Man. Indulge a few. 
By Nature, as her commti Haiitf worn ; 
So/r(^«^ Providence a Truth to teach. 
Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain* 

TtfOU! whofe all-prdvidentld Bye furveys, 
Whofe Hand dire^^s, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds Empire far beyond I 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft !^ 
Of two Eternities amazitig Lord I ^ 
One pafl, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun % 
Aid ! while I refcue from the Foe's Aflault, 
Thy glorious Immortality in Man :■ 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Moment infinite ! but reliih'd moft 
By thoft who love Thee moH, who mod adore. 

Nature f thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the Great ImrnUtahhy to Man 
Speaks Wifdom j is his Oracle fdpreme ; 
And he who moH confults her^ is jnoft Wife* 

LORINZ^^ 
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LoRENZOy to this heav'niy DelpbofhvLdLt ; 
And come back All-immortal ; All-divixie : 

' Look Nature thronghy 'tis Reifolutim All ; 
All Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; aiid Night 
nT he dying Day ; Stars rife, and fet, and rife ; ». 
Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay. 
With her green Chaplet, and ambroiial Flowers,. 
Droops into. pallid Autumn : H^inter grey. 
Horrid with FroD:, and tarbnlent with Storm, 
Blows Autumn-, and his golden Fruits, away : 
Then melts into the ^ring : Soft Spring, with Breath 
Faifonianf from warm Chambers of the Souths 
Recalls the Firfi. AlU to refloarifh, fades. 
As in a Wheels All finks, to reafcend. 
Emblems of Man, who pafi*^, not expires. 

With thtt minute Diftindion, Emblems jaft. 
Nature revolves^ but Map ad-vances ; both 
EtemaU that a. Circle, this a Line. 
That gravitates, this foars. Th' afpiring Sout 
Ardent J and tremulous, like Flame, afcends ; 
Zeai, and Humility f her Wings to Heav*n. 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms, - 
All dies into new Life. Life born, from Death 

^ Ro}ls ihe vaft Mais, and fiiajl for ever roll. 
No iingle Atom, once in Being, loft,. 
With Change of Counfel charges ' the Moft Kghw 

What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be? 
Matter immortal ? And'fliall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler^ ihall lefs noble rife? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No Refarrefiion know ? Shall Man alone. 
Imperial Man ! be fown in barren Ground, 
Lefs privileg'd than Grain, oit which he feeds f 
Is Man, in whom alone is Pow'r to prize 
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The Blifs of Being, or with previoos Pain 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Severely doom'd Deatb'*^ (ingle Unredeem'd ? , 

If Nature's Revolution fpeaks ak)ud» 
In her Gradatiouy hear her louder ftilL 
Look Nature thro% 'tis neat Gradaiion all** 
By what minute Degrees her Scale afcends \ 
Each middle Nature join'd at each Extreme, 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into Part& reciprocally fliot, 
Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union reigns ! 
Here, dormant Matter waits a Call to Life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join There ; Here, Life and Senfe f 
There, Senfe from Reafon fteals a glimm'ring Ray y 
Reafon (hines out in Man. But how preferv'd 
The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 
Of incorporeal Life ? thofe Realms of Blifs, 
Where Death hath no Dominion ? Grant a Make* 
Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthy, Part; 
And Part ethereal ; grant the Soul of Man 
Eternal ; or in Man the Sejries ends. 
Wide yawns the Gap ; Connexion is no more ; 
Checkt 'Reafon halts ; her next Step wants Support f 
Striving to climb, (he tumbles from her Scheme ; 
A Scheme, Analogy pronounc'd fo true ; 
Analogy^ Mah's fureft Guide below. 

Thus far, all Nature calls on thy Belie£ 
And -will Lorenzo, carelefs of the CalU 
Falfe Atteilation on all Nature charge. 
Rather than violate his League with Death I 
Renounce his Reafon, rather than renounce 
The Dull belov'd, and run the Ri/que of Heav'n f 
O what Indignity to deathlefs Souls ! 
What Treafon to the Majefty of Man I 
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Of Man immortal/ Hear the lofty Style : . 

•* If fo decreed, th*Almighty Will be done. 

** Let Earth diiTolve, yon pond'rous Orbs defcend,. 

And grind us into Daft : The Soul is fafe ; 

The Mau emerges ; mounts above the Wreck,, 
** As tow'ring Flante from Nature's fnn'ral Pyre ^ 
« O'er Devaflation, as a Gainer, fmiles ;. 
*< His Charter, his inviolable Rights, 
" Well-pleas'd to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 
** Death's pointlefs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms.*^ 

JSut thefe Chimau^as touch not thee, LorenzoI 
The Glories of the World, thy fev'nfold Shield. 
Other Ambition than of Crowns in Air,,, 
'And fuperlunary Felicities, 
Thy Bofom warm. I'll cool it,, if I can y 
And turn thofe Glories that inehant, againU thee«; 
What ties thee to this Life, proclaims the next. 
If wife, the Caufe. that wounds thee is thy Cure. 

Come, my Ambitious h let us mount together, 

(To mount Lorenzo neiwrcan refufe) ; 

And from the Clouds, where Pride delights to dwell. 

Look down on Earth.^-What feeft thou i Wond'roua 

Terreftrial Wonders, that eclipfe the Skies. [Things !- 

What Lengths of labour'd Lands ! what loaded Seas ! 

Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Wealth, or War ! 

Seas, Winds, and Planets, into Service brought. 

His Art acknowlege, and promote his Ends. 

Nor can th' eternal Rocks his Will withftand ; 

What levell'd Mountains I And what lifted Vales ! 

O'er Vales and Mountains fumptuous Cities fwell. 

And gild our Landfchape with their glitt'ring Spires. 

Some 'mid the wond'xing Waves maj^ftic rife ; 

And Neptune holds a Mirror to their Charms. 

Far greater iliil ! (what cannot mortal Might ?} 

See, 


134 The CouPtAiv[r. Night 6. 

Sec, wide Dominions nivi(h'd from the Deep I 

The narrowed Deqp with Indignation foams. 

Or Southward turn ; to Dtlicate^ and Grand^ 

The finer Arts there ripen in the Sun. 

How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 

Afcend the. Skies ! the prood triumphal Arch 

Shews us half Heav'n beneath its ample Bend, 

High thro' mid Air, bere^ Streams are taught to flow ; 

Whole Rivers, thtre^ lay'd by in Baibns, ileep. 

Htrt^ Plains turn Oceans ; thirty vaft Oceans join 

Thro' Kingdoms channeled deep from Shor^ to Shore ^ 

And chang'd Creation takes its Pace from Man. 

Beats thy brave Breaft for formidable Scenes, 

Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? , 

See Fields in Blood ; hear naval Thunders riie ; 

Britannxa'9 Voice ! that awes the World to Peace* 

How yon enormous Mole pivje^ng bredcs 

The jnid-fea, furious Waves ! Their Roar amidft» 

Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, " O Main! 

«' Thus far, nor farther ; Aiw Reftraints obey.** 

Earth's difembowei'd ! meafur'd are the Skies I 

Stars are deteded in their deep Recefs ! 

Creation widens ! vanquilh'd Nature yields I 

Her Secrets are extorted ! Art prevails 1 

What Monument of Genius, Spirit, PoWer \ 

And now, Lorenzo! raptur'd at this Scene, 
Whofe Glories render Heav'n fuperfluous ! fay, 
Whofe Footfteps Thefe }'-^Immortals have been Herev 
Could le/s than Souls Immortal this have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with Proofs of Souls immortal ;: 
And Proofe of Immortality y&r^o/. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are Amiition'^ Works : And Thefe are Great : 
But this, the leaft immortal Souls can do ;. 
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Traniccnd them all — ^But Whit can thiefe tranfcend I 

Doft aflc me. What ?-*-One Sigh for the Difirefi. 

What then for Infidek? A deeper Sigh. 

*T\ii moral Grandeur makes the mighty Man : 

How Little they, who think aught Great below ? 

All our Ambitions Death defeats^ but' One ; 

And that it crowns.— -—Here ceaie we : But, «re. long^ 

More pow'rfol Proof (hall take the Field againffthee. 

Stronger than DeaUi, and ftniling at the Tomb. 
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preface. 

aS ive are at War naitb the Pbwer, itfwere njoMif tvi- 

•^^ tJoereatWarijoitbtheMattnirit ofYtzoQe* A Laud 
«/* Levity, is a Land of G\xi\t, A Serious Mind // tbti 
native Soil of enjery Virtue I aniihefingle CharaSer that, 
does true Honour to Mankind, The Soul's Immortality hae,> 
been the favourite Theme voith' the Serious of all Ages* 
Nor is itftrange ; //,// a SubjeS.hyfar the mofi Interefting^ 
and Important^ that can enter the Mind of Man, OfhigbeH 
. Moment this Suhje^ always was, and airways will be. Tet-. 
this its higheft Moment feems to admit of Increaiby at thit 
Day ; a Sort of occafional Importance is fuperadded to the 
natural Weight of it ; // that Opinion vihicb is advanced 
in the Preface to the preceding Night, hejuft. It is there 
fuppofcd, that all our Infidels, lubatever Scheme^ for Ar- 
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gttmejit^s Sakty and to keep tbemfel<ves in Countenance, they 
patronize, are betrayed into their deplorable Error, by/omi- 
Doubt of their Immortality, at the Bottom. And the more 
I confider this Point, the more I am perfuaded of the Truth of, 
that Opinion. Tho* the Biftruft of a Futurity is a f range 
Error ; yet is it an Error into *which Bad Men may naturally 
he dijlrejfed. For it is impoffibU to bid Defiance to final. 
Ruin, *without fame Refuge in Imagination, feme Prefumption 
of E/cape. And what Prefumption is there f There are but 
Two in Nature ; but T<wo, txiithin the Compafs of Human^ 
Thought. And thefe are, — That either GOD will not, or 
can not punijh. Confidering the Divine Attributes, the Firft 
is too grofs to be digefted by our firongeft Wijbes. And Jtnce^ 
Omnipotence is as much a Divine Attribute as Holinefs, 
that GOD cannot punijh, is as abfurd a Suppofition, as the 
Former. GOD certainly can funip, as long as nvicked 
Men exift. In Non-exifience, therefore, is their only Re^* 
fuge ; and, confequently, Non-^xifience is their firongeft Wiftf* 
Andfirong Wipes have a ft range Influence on our Opinions j 
they bias the Judgment in a Manner, almoft, incredible. And 
Jince on this Member of their Alternative, there are fonu 
*veryfmall Appearances in their Favour, and none at all on 
the other, they catch at this Reed, they lay hold on this Chi^ 
fmera, tefave themfelves from the Shock, and Hormr, of an 
immediate, a^^abfolute, Defpair. 

On reviewing my Subje^j by the Light ivhich this ArgU'^ 
ment, and others of like Tendency, thro<w upon it, I ivas morg. 
inclined than ever topurfue it, as it appear'* d to me toftrike 
dire&ly at the main Rcot of all our Infidelity. In the fair 
hiving Pages, it is, accordingly, purfued at large ; andfona 
Arguments for Immortality, netv (at Icafi to me), are ven-*- 
tured on in them. There alfo the Writer has made an At^ 
tempt to Jet the grofs Abfurdities and Horrors of Annihila- 
tion in a fuller and more offering View, than is (I think). , 
to be met with elfevahere* 
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The GiMtlemnTf fir fwhojk Sake this Attempt nvas ehiejfy 
madef frofe/s great AdmiraHonfir the Wi/dom of Heathen 
AtUiquity : What Pity ^tii^ they are notfincere ! If they ivere 
Jiucere^ benv nuouid it mertify them to confidery <u*iih what 
CoMfemftt and Abhorrence f their Notions luould hai>e been 
rteei^fedf by Thofe "Mhem thejfo much admire f What De* 
gree of Contempt ^ and Abhorrence^ luouldfall to their Share^ 
May be conjeSured by the following Matter of Fa^ (in my 
Opinion) extremely memorable* Of all their Heathen Wor- 
ihiest Socrates (Uis fweU known) was the moft Guarded^ 
Difpaffionate^ and Compo/ed : Tet this great Majkr of Temper 
nvas angry ; and angry at his Laft Hour ; and angry 'with 
his Friend \ and angry for luhat defewed Ackno^egement i^ 
emgryt for a right and tender Inftance of true Friendjbip to* 
nsjards Him. Is not this furprifing ? What could ^be the. 
Caufe ? The Caufe 'was fir his Honour ; it was a truly noble t 
iho*t perhaps J a too punQilious^ Regard fir Immortality : 
For his Friend ajking him^ witbfuch an affectionate Concern 
as became a Friend, " Where bepmlddepofit his Remains?** 
it *was refented by Socrates, as implying a dijhononrable Sup* 
pofition, that He could be fo mean, as to ha*ue Regard /or any 
things etsen in Himfelfy that was not Immortal. 

This Fa£l well c&^er^d^ would make our Infidels with* 
draw their Admiration from Socrates j or make them ««• 
dea'voury by their Imitation of this lUuftrious Example^ ta 
J^are his Glory : Andy confequently. It would incline them to 
perufe the following Pages with Candor and Impartiality ,* 
Which is all I defire ; and that, for their Sakes : For I ana 
perfuadedy that an Unprejudiced Infidel muft, neceffarily% re'* 
eei*vefifme advantageous ImpreJJionsfiom them^ 
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Contents of the Seventh Night* 

- TN the Sixth Night Argumints were drawn from Na* 
■* TURK, in Proof of Immoiuility. Here, others are 
' drawn f^om Man t From his Difcontent, p. 141 ; from his 
Paffionsiiff^ Powers, 142 ; from the gradual Growth of 
Reafon, ibid ; from his Fear of Death, ibid ; from the 
Nature ofHope, 143 ; and of Virtue, 144, &c. from 
Knowlege aiid LovCy as Being the moft ejfentiai Properties of 
the SonI, 147 ; from the Order a/* Creation, 148 ; from the 
JVitz/xrr^^ Ambition, 149, &c. Avarice, 152, 153 ; Plea- 
fure, 153. A DigreJJion on the Grandeux of the Paffions, 
154, 155. lmmon2Aity alone renders our prejent State intel* 
ligible^ 156. An OhjeSionfrom the Stoics Difielief of Im- 
mortality y anfweredy 156, 157. Endlefs ^eftions unrefolv*, 
sbUy hut on Suppoftionof ourlmmoTtBlity, 157, 158. The 
natural, mofi melancholy y and pathetic Complaint of a IVorthy 
JManunderthePer/uafienofnoFvLtwrityy 159, &c. Thegrofi 
Ahfurdities and Horrors of Annihilation ur^d home on Lo«> 
RBMZO) 163, &c, TheSouPs nfoft Importance, 168, &c. 
from whence it arifeiy 171,172. The Difficulty of being an 
Infidely 173. Thelnhmyy ibid. /i&^Caufe, 174. andtheOYiZ^ 
rafter, 174, 175, of an Infidel State, J^hatlTVLtFree-think^ 
ittg isy 175, 176. The neceffary Pumjhment of the Falfe, 
177. Man^s Ruin is from Himfelf, ibid. An Infidel accu/et 
bimfelf of Quilt, and Hypocrify ; *and that of the worjt 
Sort, 178. ^/ 0^/r^<z//fi«/ /0 Chriflians, ibid. IVhat Dan^ 
ger he incurs by Virtue, 179. Vice recommended tq Himy 
180. His high Pretences to Virtue, izW Benevolence, ex* 
plodedy ibid. The Conclufony on the Nature of F&ithy ibid, 
ReafoD, 181 ; and Hoj^Cy 1 8 1, 182; with an Apology for 
ibis Attempt y 182. 
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FTE A V'N gives the needful, bat neglefted. Call. 
X What Day, what Hoar, but knocks at humant 
To wake the Soul to Senfe of future Scenes ? [Hearts^ 
Deaths iland, like Mercuryj, in ev'ry Way ; 

' And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
Pope, who couldfl: make Immortals ! art Thou dead l 
1 give thee Joy : Nor will I take my Leave ; 
So foon to follow. Man but dives in Death ; 
Dives from the Sun, in fairer Day to rife '; 

• The Grave, his fubterrancan Road to Blifsi 
Yes, infinite Indulgence planned it fo ; 
Thro* various Parts our glorious Story runs ; 
y/Vw^ gives the Preface, endlefs Age unrolls 
The Voliime (ne'er unroird) of human^ Fkte; 

Thisy Earth and Skies * already have proclaim'd- 
The World's a Prophecy ©f Worlds to come ; 
And who, what God foretels- (who fpeaks in Things y 
Still louder than in W$rdi) Ihall dare^deny I 
If Nature's Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Man* 
If Man fleeps on, untaught by what htfees^ 
Can he prove Infidel to what he /eels P 
He, >yhofe blind Thought Futurity denies^ 
Unconfcious bears, B e l l e ro fh O'N ! like thee,. 
His own Indidlment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life ;. 
€)r. Nature^ there, imposing on her Sons, 
Uas written Fables ; Man was made a Lyt. 

♦ Njgjit the Sixth* 

Why 
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Why Difcontent for ever harbour'd there f 
Incurable Confumption of oar Peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the Cottagery and King^ 
He whom Sea-fever'd Realms obey, and he 
Who lleals 'his whole Dominion fh)m the Waft^ 
Repelling Winter Blafts with Mud and Straw* 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh« 
In Fate fo diflant, in Complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that Things Terreftrial can't content ? 
Deep in /ich PaHure^ will thy Flocks complain ? 
Not {o ; but to their Mafter is 4eny'd 
To fhare their (wctt Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 
In this, not his own Place, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food. 
Than was prdain'd his Cravings to fuffice, , 
Poor^in Abundance, famifh'dat aFeaft, 
Sighs on for fomething m^re, when mofi enjoyed. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy Flocks than Thee ? 
Notfo; thy Failure richer, but remote; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter Part 
Man bleats from Inftin&y tho*, perhaps, debauch*cl 
By ienje^ his Rea/on fleeps, nor dreams the Caufe. 
The Caufe how obvious, when his Reafon wakes i 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife ; 
And Difcontent is Immortality. 

Shall Sons of iSther, fiiall the Blood of Hear'a, 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and liable heret 
With -brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire ? 
Lorenzo ! no ! they ihall be nobly pain'd ; 
The glorious Foreigners^ diHreft, fhal) figh 
On Thrones ; and Thou congratulate the Sigh : 
Man'^Mtfery declares him bom for Blifs ; 
His anxious Heart afflerts the Truth I fing. 
And gives the Sceptic in his Head the Lye. 
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Our Heads, ottr Hearts, oar Pafflonst a>nd our Poimrs^ 
Speak the fame Language ; call us to the Skies : 
Unripen'd Thefe in this inclement Clime, 
Scarce rife above Conjedlure, and Miftake ; 
And for this Land of Trifles Tbo/e too ftrong 
Tumultuous rife, and temped human Life ; 
What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet Objefts for our Paffiem Heav'n ordain'd, 
Objedb that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Faulr, but in Defeft ; Bleft Heav'n ! avert 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs ; 
O for a Blifs unbounded! Far beneath 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 
Nor arc our Po<vj^rs to perifh immature ; 
But, after feeble EflFort herct beneath 
A brighter Sun, and in a nobler Soil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary Bed, 
Shall flourifli fair, and put forth all their Blocum* 

Reafon progreflivc, InfitnQ is complete ; 
Swift InfiinS leaps ; flow Reafon feebly climbs. ^ 

Brutes foon their Zenith reach ; their little All 
Flows in at once ; in Ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were' Man to live coeval with the Sun, 
The Patriarch-Pupil would be learning ftill ; 
Yet, dying, leave his LefTon half- unlearnt. 
Men perifli in Advance, a^ if the Sun 
Should fet ere Noon, in Eafiern Oces^ns drown'd $ . 
If fit, with />/«, Illufinous4.o compare. 
The Sun's Meridian^ with the Soul of Man. 
To Man, why, Stepdame iV^/»r^ / fofevere? 
Why thrown afide thy Mafler-piece half-wrought. 
While meaner Efforts thy laft Hand enjoy i 
Or, if abortively poor Man muft die. 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in Dread? 

Why 


The Infidet Reclaimed. 1.4 j 

Why curft with Forefight ? Wife to Mifeiy ? 
Whyof/his proud Prerogative the Prey ? 
Why lefs pre-eminent in Rank, than Pain i 
His Immortality alone can tell ; 
Full ample Fund to balance all amifs^ - 
And turn the Scale in Favour of the Juft ! 

His hnmortality alone can iblve 
That darkeft of jEnigmasy human Hepe ; 
Of all the darkefty if at Death we die. 
Hopty eager Hope, tW AiiTaifiB Of our Joy, 
All prefent Blefiings treading under-fbot. 
Is fcarce a milder Tjrramt than Dejparr. 
With no paft Toils content, ftill planning new, 
Hope turns us o*er to Death alone for £a(e. 
PojffefflonfVf}xyy more taftelefs than Purfuitf 
Why is a Wifti far dearer than a Crown ? 
That WiQi accompKlh'd, why, the tSnwc of Bliii ? 
Becaufe, vi the grtat Futttrebury^d deep. 
Beyond our Pla2^ of Empire, nnd Renown, ' 
Lies off that Man with Ardor fhoufld purfue ; 
And' HE who^made him, bent him to the Rigiit* 

Man's Heart th' Almighty to the Tatun fete. 
By fecret and inviolable Sprrngs ; 
And makes his Hope iiis fublunary Joy, 
Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry fHII ; 
" More, morcV* the Glutton cries : For (omething'JViri# 
So rages Appetite, if Mati can't Mount, 
He 'will Defcend. He ilarves on the Foffeft. 
Hence, the World's Matter, from Ambition's Spire^ 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the Brute* 
In that rank Sty why wallow'd Empire's Son 
Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher fly ; 
His Riot was Ambition in Defpair. ' 

Old i20/»^ confulted Birds ; Lorenzo ! thoii 
With more Succefs, th^ Flight oi Hope furvcy j 

Of 
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Of reftlcfs Hope, for ever on the Wing, 
High-perch *d o'er cv'ry Thought that Falcon fiti^ 

To fly at all that rifes in her Sight ; 

Andy never Hooping, bat to mount again 

Next Moment, flie betrays her Aim's Miftake, 

And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Grave, 
There fhould it fail us (It muft fail us theiv^ 

If Being fails), more mournful Riddles rife. 

And Firtue vies with Ho/e in Myftery. 

Why Firtuef Where its Praife, its Being, flcdf 

Virtue is true Self-intereft purfu'd : 

What true Self-intereft of ^ w/^-mortal Man ? 

To clofe with all that makes him happy here. 

If Vice (as fometimes) is our Friend on Earthy 

Then Vice is Virtue ; 'tis ovlt /ov*reign Good. 

In Sglf-afflaufi is Virtue's golden Prize ; 

No Self-applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 

Whence Self-applaufe ? From Confcience of the Right. 

And what is Right, but Means of Ha[$pinefs i 

No Means of Happinefs when Firtue yields ; 

That Bafis failing, falls the Building too. 

And lays in Ruin ev'ry *uirtuous Joy. 

The rigid Guardian of a blamelefs Heart, 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak ; with rank BLnight-errantries o'er-run. . 
Why beats thy Bofom with illuftrious Dreams 
Of Self-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country i — ^Thou Romantic Fool ! 
Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her (ink : 
Thy Country ! what to Thee ?— -The Godhead ; what ? 
(I fpeak with Awe !) tho' He ihould bid thee bleed I . 
If, with thy Blood, thy fatal Hope is fpilt, 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow^ 
Be deaf J preferve thy Being ; difobey. 
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<Nor is it Difobedtence : Know, Lorenzo ! 

Whatever th' Almighty's fabfequent Command, 
' . His &T&. Command is thh :— " Man> love tbyfelf.** 
! V:.. ^° ^^^ alone, Free-agents are wt free. 

Exigence is the Bafis, Blifs the Prize § 

If Firtue coils Exigence, 'tis a Crime ; 

Bold Violation of our \jkh Jufreme^ 
^^ Black Suicide; tho' Nations* which confalt 

Their Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applanfe* 
^ Since ^/r/«y's Recompence is doubtful, Hcn^ 

If Man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
^"' Why is Man fuffer'd to be Good in vain ? 

Why to be Good in vain, is Man injoin^df 

Why to be Good in vain, is Man betray* d? 

Betray'd by Traitors lodg'd in his own BreaH* 

By fweet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 

Why whifpers Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part ? 

Or if blind InftinQ (which aiTumes the Name 

Of facred Confcience) plays the Fool in Man,. 

Why Reafin made Accomplice in the Cheat f 

Why are the Wifeft loudcft in her Praife ? 

Can Man by Rgafin^s Beam be led afoay ? 

Or, at his Peril, imitate his God ? 

Since WnuQ/ometimes ruins us on Eat th. 

Or Both are true ; x)r, Man furvivcs the Graven 
Or Man furvivcs the Grave, or own, Lorenzo, 

Thy Boaft fupreme, a wild Abfurdity, 

Dauntlefs thy -Spirit ; Cowards arc thy Scorn. 

Grant Man immortal^ and thy Scorn is jud. 

The Man immortal^ rationally brave, 

bares rufh on Death-^-becaufe he cannot die. 

But if Man. lofes All, when Life is loft. 

He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires. 

A daring Infidel (and fuch there are, 

From Pride, Example, Lucre, Rage, Revenge, 

H Or 
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Or pure beroical Defcflt of Thought), 

Of all Earth's Madmen, moft deferves a Chain. 

When to tJie Gr^ve we follow the Renown 'd 
For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we love, ' 
And all we praife ; for Worih^ whofe Noon-tide Beam^ 
Enabling us to tbink in higher Style, 
Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we, that Lulire of the moral World 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottennefs the Glofe f 
Why was he wife to knoiv^ and warm te praife^ 
And drenuous to tranfcribe^ in human Life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that Fate, 
- Juft when the Lineaments began to fhine. 

And dawn the Deity, ihouldfnatch the Draught, 
With Night eternal blot it out, an^ give 
The Skies Alarm, left Angels too might die ? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
Extinguifh'd ? and Si/olitary God, 
O'er ghaftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne ? 
Shall we this Moment gaze on God in Man ? 
The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft ? 
From Duft we difengage, or Man nufiakes ; 
And There, where leaft his Judgment fears a Flaw* 
Wi/dom and IVorthf how boldly he commends ! 
Wifdom and Worthy are facred Names ; Rever'd, 
Where not Embrac'd ; Applauded ! Dcify'd I 
Why not Compaffion*d too ? If Spirits die. 
Both are Calamities, infiiSed both, . 
To make us but more wretched : IVifdonC^ Eye * 
Acute, for what? To fpy more Miferies; 
And Worthy Jo recomp|ens'd, new-points their Stings. 
Or Man furmounts' the Grave, or Gain is Lofs, 
And Worth exalted bumbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes 
Weaknefs^ suidHce, the Refuge of Mankind. 

'' Ha« 
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«* Has Virtue, then, no Joys ?" — ^Yes, Joys iear-hougbt. 
T^lk ne'er fo long, in this imperfed State, 
Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War, 
Virtue^ a Combat ; and who fights for Nought \ 
Or for precarious, or for fmall Reward ? 
Who Virtue's Self-regard {0 loud refound^ 
Would take Degrees Angelic here below. 
And Virtue^ while they compliment,' betray. 
By feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards. 
The Crown, th* utrfading Crown, her Soul infpircs4 
'Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The Body's Treach'rics, and the iVorld's Affaults : 
On Earth's poor Pay our famifh'd Virtue dies* 
Truth inconteftable I In fpite of all 
ABaylb has Preach'd, or a V— — e Believ'd, 

In Man the more we dive, the more we fee^ 
Heav'n's Signet damping an immortal Make. 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe 
Suflaining all ; what find we ? Knowlege, Love. 
As Light, and Heat, eifential to the Sun, 
The/e to the Soul.^ And ivfy, if Souls expire f- 
How little Lovely here ? How little Known f 
Small Kfttnvlege we dig up with endlefs Toil ; 
And Lwe unfeign'd may purchafe perfed Hate^ 
Why ftarv*d, on Earth, our ^«f^/- Appetites ; 
While Brutal are indulged their fulfome Fill i 
Were then Capacities divine conferred* 
As a Mock-Diadem, in favage Sport* 
Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty, 
Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fo fair ? ' 
In future Age lies no Redrefs ? And (hats 
Eternity the Door on our Complaint f 
If fo, for what ftrange Ends were Mortals made I 
The y/orft to ^ailoiv, and the Beft to nveep ; 
The Man who merits moft, muft moft Complain : 

Ha Can 
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Can we conceive a Difregard in Heav'n, 
What the Wor^ f erf efratf, or Beft endure ? 

This cannot be. To Lo*ve, and Kntnv^ in Man 
Is boundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Pow'r $ 
And thefe demonftrate boundlefs Objeds too. 
ObjeAs, Pow'rs, Appetites, Heav'n Aiits in All 5 
Nor, Nature thro*, e'er violates this fweet. 
Eternal Concord^ on her tuneful String. 
Is Man the Sole Exception from her Laws ? 
Eier^tj ilruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monfter, the Reproach of Heav'n, 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 
On Nature's beauteous Afped ; and deforms^ 
(Amazing Blot !) deforms her with her Lord^ 
If fuch is Man's Allotment, twhat is Heav'n ? 
Or own the Soul Immortal ^ or Blafpheme. 

Or own the Soul immortal, 'or invert 
All Order, Go, Mock-Majefty ! go, Man ! 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall ; 
Thro' ev'iy Scene of Sen/e fuperior far : 
They graze the Turf uniill'd ; they drink the Stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hopes, Regrets, Deipair&j 
Mankind's Peculiar ! Rea/on'^ precious Dower 4 ^ 
No foreign Clime They ranfack for their Robes ; ' 
Nor Brothers cite to th^ litigious Bar ; 
91&f/r Good is Good intire, unmix'd, munarr'd; 
They find a Paradife in ev'ry Field. 
On Ho^^s forbidden where no Curfes hang : 
Their ///, no more than flrikes the Senfe ; unfEretcht 
By previous Dread, or Murmur in the Rear : 
When the ivorft comes, it comes unfear'd ; one Stroke 
Begins, and ends, their Woe : They dfe but once ; 
Bleft, iucommunicahle Privilege ! fox which 

Proud 
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Proad Man, who rales the Glol)e9 and reads the Stars^ 
Fhilofophr^ or Heroy fighs in vain. 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 
No Day, no Glimpfe of Day, to folvc the ]Cnot« 
But what beams on it from Eternity, 
O fole and fweet Solution ! That unties 
The Difficult, and foftens the Severe ; 
The Cloud on Nature^s beauteous Face difpels ; 
Reilores bright Onier ; cafls the Brute beneath ; 
And re- in thrones us in Supremacy 
Of Joy, ev'n Here : Admit immortal Life^. 
And Virtue is Knight- errantry no more ; 
Each Firtue brings in Hand a golden Dower^ • 
Far richer in Reverlion : Hope exults ; 
And tho* much Bitter in our Cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the Tafte of tleavenj.. 
O wherefore is the D^ity fo kindi 
A'ftoniihing beyond Aftonifliment I 
Heav'n our Reward — for Hcav'n enj6y*d ielow:^ 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftufeborn Heart ? — ^For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing* . 
Rea/on is guiltlefs ; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that flubborn Heart, if I ihould find 
New, unexp^fled Witneflcs againft thee ! 
Ambition^ Pleafure^ and the Lonje of Gain ! 
Canft thou fufpeft, that Thefe^ which make the Soul 
The Sla<ve of Earth, (hould own her Heir of Heav'n f 
Canft thou fufpe£t what makes us dijbelieve 
Our Immortality, (hodld prove it^r^ ? 

Firft, then. Ambition fummon to the Bar. 
Ambition's Shame ^ Extra<vagancey Difguft^ 
And inextinguijhable Nature^ fpeak. 
Each much depofes ; hear them in their Turn. 

Thy Soul, how paffionately fond of Fam ! 
How anxious, that fond Paffion to conceal 1 
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We blufti, deteded in Dcfig^s on Praife, 

Tho' for bcft Deeds, and from the befl of Men j 

An4 why ? Becaufe Immortals Art divine 

Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 

Heav'n kindly gives 'our Blood a moral Flow ; 

Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there 

Upbraid that little Hearths inglorious Aim, 

Which Hoops to <Jourt a Charader from Man f 

While o'er us, in tremendous Jijidgment fit 

Far more than Man, with enMe/s Praife, and Blame^ 

Ambition's boundh/s Apfetiu out-fpeaks 
The Verdi£l of its Shame, When Souls take Fire 
At high Prefumptions of their own Defert, 
Om Age is poor Applaufe ; the mighty Shout^ 
^he Thunder by the Jiving Fe=w begun. 
Late Time mud echo ; Worlds unborn> refbund. 
We wiih our Names eternally to live : 
Wild Dream ! which ne'er had haunted humsm Thought^ 
Had not our Natures been eternal too. 
Inftinet points out an Int'reA in Hereafter ; 
But our blind Reafon {tt% not nxxhere it lies \ 
Or, feeing, give* the Subftance for the Shade. 

Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 
And in itfelf a Shadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn'd ; it fhnnks to nothing in the Grafp, 
Confult th' Ambitious, 'tis Ambition's Cure. 
•* And is This all ?" cry'd C-esar at his Height^ 
i)ifgufted. This Third Proof Ambition brings 
Of Iriimortality. The firft in Fame, 
Obferve him near, your Envy -will abate : 
Sham'd at the Difproportion vaft, between 
The Paflion, and the Purchafe, he will figh 
Aty«r^ Succefs, and blufh at his lElenown. 
And why ? Becaufe far richer Prize invites 

Hi4 
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His Heart ; far more illaftrioas Glory calU ; 
It calls in Whifpers, yet the Deafeft hear. 

And can Ambition a Fourth ProoiF fupply ? 
It caD, and ftronger than the former Three ; 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by fonle reputed Wife, 
Tho' Difappointments in Ambition /a/». 
And tfio' Succefs difgufts ; yet dill, Lorenzo !. 
In vain we ilrive to pluck it from our Hearts ; 
By Nature planted for the nobleft Ends. 
Abfurd the fam'd Advice to pYRRHts giv'n. 
More prais'^d, than ponder'd ; fpecious, but nnfoand { 
Sooner that Hero's Sivord the World had quell'd. 
Than Rea/cm, his Ambition. Man mufl foar. 
An obftinatc Activity within, ~ 
An infuppreffive Spring, will tofs him up 
In fpite of Fortufteh Load. Not Kings alone. 
Each Villager has his Ambition too ; 
No Sultan- fTOudcr than his fetterM Slave : 
Slaves build their little BahyUns of Straw, 
Echo the proud AJj^rian^ in their Hearts, 
And.cry,— <*^ Behold the Wonders 0/ my Might !** 
And why ? Becaufe immortal as their Lord ; 
' And Souls immortal muft for ever heave 
At ibm^thing Great ; the Glitter, or th^GoId; 
The Praiie of Mortals, or the Praife of Heaven* 

Nor abfolutely vain is Hujnan Praife, 
When Human is fupported by DMne, 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf: ' 
Pleafure and Pride (bad Mafters !) fliare our Hearts. 
As Love of Pleafure is ordain'd to guard 
^And feed our Bodies, and extend our Race ; 
The Love of Praife is planted to proted. 
And propagate -the Glories of the Mind. 
What is it„ but the Lwe of Praife^ infpiresy 
Matures, refines, embelliihes, exalts, 
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Earth's Happinefs ? From /^a/, the Delicate, 
The Grand, the Marvellous, of CMI Life, 
Want and Conveniens f Under- workers, lay 
The Bafis, on which Love of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy Life, O Firtue ! Icfs in Debt 
To Pr^ife, thy fecret ftimulating Friend. 
Were Men not froud^ what Merit fiiould we mifs ! 
Fride made the Virtues of the Pag%n World. 
Praife is the Salt that feafons Right to Man, 
And whets his Appetite for moral Good. 
Thiril of Applaufe is Virtue's Second Guard ; 
Reafotty her Firit ; but Reafon wants an Aid ^ 
OvLT private Reafon is a Flatterer ; 
Thirift of Applaufe calls public Judgment in» 
To poife our own, to keep an even Scaleg, 
And give endanger'd Virtue fairer Play. 

Here a Fijih Proof arifes, ftrqnger ftill : 
Why this fo nice Conftruftion of our Hearts ? 
Thefe delicate Moralities of Sen/e ; 
This confiitutional Refenre of Aid 
To fuecour Virtue, when our Reafon fails ; 
If Virtue, kept alive by Care and Toil, 
And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 
When labour'd to Maturity (its Bill 
Of Difciplines, and Pains, unpaid) mud die f 
Why freighted rich, to dafh againft a Rock ? 
Were Man to perilh when mod fit to live, 
O how mif-fpent were all thefe Stratagems, 
By Skill Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 
Where are Heav'n's Holinefs and Mercy fled ? 
Laughs Heav'n, at once, at Virtue^ and at Man T 
If not, why That difcourag'd, This deftroy'd? 

Thus far Ambition. What fays A'varice ? 
This Her chief Maxim, which has long been l^hine : 
• The Wife and Wealthy ^c the fame,"^I grant it. 

To 
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To ftore up Treafure, with inceifant Toil, 

This is Man's Province, This his higheft Pr aife. 

To this great End keen InftinS ftings him on. 

To guide that Inftin£l, Reafon ! is thy Charge ; 

•Tis Thine to tell tis where true Treafure lies : 

But, Reafon failing to difcharge her Truft,. 

Or to the Deaf difcharging it in vain,^ 

A Blunder follows ; and blind Induftry^ 

Gall'd by the Spur, bat Stranger to the Cburfei 

(The Courfe where Stakes of more than Gold are wony- 

O'erloading,- with the Cares of diftant Age, 

The jaded Spirits of the/r^«/ Hour, 

Provides for an Eternity below. 

**'ThouJha!t mtcov€tj^ is a wife Command; 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun furveys : 
Look farther, the Command ftands quite revers'd^ 
And A'v^rice is a Virtue moft divine. 
Is Faith a Refuge for our Happinefs ? 
Moft fure : And is it not for Rtafcn too ? 
Nothing this World unriddles, but the next*- 
Whence inextingqiflaable Thirft of Gain ? 
From inextiagaifhable Life in Mto : 
Man, if not meant, by Worthy to reach the Skiet^ 
Had wanted Wing to fiy fi> far in Guik. 
Sour Grapes^ I grant, AmHtiw^ Amarice :- 
Yet iliiLtheir Root is Immortality. 
Thefe its wild Growths fo bitter, and fo bate^ 
(Pain and Reproach !) Religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their poisonous Lee,- 
And make them fparkle in the Bowl of Bli/s. 

See, the Third Witnefs laughs at Blifs remote. 
And falily promifes an Edenhert : 
Truth ihe ihall fpeak for once, tho* prone to lyc^ 
A common Cheat, and Pleafure is her Name. 
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ToPleafare never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now frfi thy real Friend. 

Since Natare made us not more fond than fro/ui 
Of Happinefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy ! 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles !} 
'Why fhouid the Joy moft poignant Sn/e zSords, 
"Burn us with Bluihes, and rebuke our Pride f 
Thofe Heav'n-born Bluflies tell us Man defutuU^ 
Ev'n in the Zenith of his earthly Blifs : 
Should Reafin takex her Infidel Repofe, 
This honeft InflinS fpeaks our Lineage high ; 
I'his Inilindt calls on Darknefs to conceal 
'Our rapturous Relation to the Stalls. 
'Our Glory covers ns with noble Shame, 
And he that's unconfbunded, is unmanned. 
The Man that blufhes, is not quite a Brute, . 
Thus far with Thee, Lokbnzo ! will I clofei 
Pleafyre is goody and Man for Pl^^afure made ; 
' But Plcafure full of Glory, as of Joy ; 
.Pleafure, which neither blufhes^ nor expires. 

The WitneHes are heard ; the Caufe is o'er % 
Let Confcience file the Sentence in her Court, 
Dearer than Deeds that half a Realm convey : 
fhus^ feaPd by Truths th* authentic Record runs* 

'• Know, All ; Know, Ipfidels, — unapt to Know I 
** 'Tis Jfnmortality your Nature folves ; 
** /Tis Immortality decyphers Man, 
**' And opens all the Myfl'rics of his Make. 
" Without it, half his Inftinas are a Riddle i' 
^ ** Without it, all his Virtues are a Dream. 
•' His very Crimes atteft his Dignity ; 
<* His fateleft Thiril of PUafure, Geld, and Fattti, 
<« Declares him born for Bleffings infinite : 
** What lefs than infinite, makes un-abfurd ' 
«* Pajfions, whii;h all on Earth but more inflames I 

" Fisxc 
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•* Fierce Paflions, fo mif-meafur'd to this Scene, 

•* Strctch'dout, like Eagles Wings, beyond our Neft» 

** Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, 

'* For Earth too large, prefage a nobler Flighty 

'* And evidence our Title to the Skies,** 

Ye gentle Theologu'es, of calmer Kind ! 
Whofe Conftitution dictates to your Pen^ 
Who, cold yourfelves, think Ardor comes from Hell I 
Think not our Pailions from Corruption fprung, 
Tho' to Corruption now they lend their Wings ; 
That is their Miftrefs^ not their Mother, All 
(And juftly) Rea/on deem Divine : I iec^ 
I fed a Grandeur in the PaJJims too,. 
Which fpeaks their high Defcent, and glorious End |f 
Which fpeaks them Rays of an Eternal Fire« 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as fbong. 
Ere Adam fell ; tho' wifer in their Aim. 
Like the proud Eaftenty ftruck by Providence, 
What tho'our Paffions are run mad, and ftoop 
With low, terreftrial Appetite, to giaze 
Oh Trafh, on Toys, dethron'd from high Deiire ? 
Yet ftill, thro' their Dlfgrace, a feeble Ray 
Of Glrcatnefs ihines, and tells us whence they fell r 
But Thefe (like that fall'n Monarch, when reclaim'd},. 
When Reafin moderates- the Rein aright. 
Shall re-afcend, remount their former Sphere, 
Where once they foar'd lUufbious ; ere feduc*d 
By wanton Eve's Debauch, to ftroU on Earth, 
And &t the fublunary World on Fire. 

But grant their Phrenfy lads i their Phrenfy fails^ 
To difappoint one providential End, 
For which Heav'n blew up Ardor in our Hearts i. 
Were Rea/on filent, boundlefs Pc^n fpeaks 
A future Scene of boundlefs Obje^s too. 

And brings glad Tidings of eternal Day.^ 
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Eternal Day I 'Tis that enlightens All ; 

Aod AH, by that cnlightcn'd, proves it fun. 

Confider Man as an immortal Being, 

Intelligible All ; and All is Great ; 

A cryftalltne Tranfparency prevails. 

And ftrikes full Laib-e .thx%>' the Human Sphere : 

Confider Man as mert4df ali is dark, 

Afid wretched ; Reafim weeps at the Survey^ 

The learn'd LoRBvaso cries, ** And let her weep» 
*<Weak, modirn^t2s£owLi uf»//fn^ Times were; wife. 
** Authority y that venerable Guide, 
*^ Stands on my Part ; the fam'd Athenian Porch 
«* (And who for Wifdom fo renowned as T^hey ?) 
*' Deny'd this Immortality to Man." 
I grant it ; but aifirm, they proved it too. 
A Riddle This !— Have Patience j Pll explain. 

What noble Vanities, what moral Flighty, 
Glitt'ring thro' their romantic Wifdom's Page, 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire I 
Fable is flat to Thefe high-ieafon*d Sires \ 
They leave th' Extravagance of Song below^ 
'* Flefh ihall not feel ; or» feeling, Ihall enjoy 
'* The Dagger, or the Rack ; to them^ alike 
'' A Red of Rofes, or dw burning Bull.'* 
In Men exploding all- beyond the Grave, 
Strange Doftrine, This ! h& Doaring^ it was ftrange % 
But not, as Prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd. 
And, to their own Amazement, was fulfiU'd : 
They feign'd a Firmneis Chriftians need not feign. 
The Cbriflian truly triumphed in the Flame : 
The Stoic faw, in double Wonder loft. 
Wonder at Them, and Wonder at Himfelf, 
Tx) find the bold Adventures of his Thought 
Not bold, and that he firov^ to lye in vain. 

Whence^ 
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Whence, then,- thofe Thoughts? Thofe tow'ring 
[Thoughts, that flew 
Such monftrous Heights ? — From Ififiinff, and from Pr/V^ 
The glorious InfiinS of a deathlefs Soul, 
Confus'dly confcious of her Dignity, 
Suggeiled Truths they could not underftand. 
In Luft^% Dominion, and in Paffion^^ Storm, 
TrutFs Syftem broken, fcatter'd Fragments lay. 
As Light in Chaos, glimm'ring thro' the Gloom : 
Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments, 
Pleas'd Pride proclaim'd, wh'at Reafon di(believ*d* 
Fride^ like the Delphic Prieftefs, with a Swell, 
Rav*d Nonfenfe, deftin'd to be Ftuure Senfe, 
When Life /«r/»^r/^i/, in full Day, fhould fhine; 
And Death's dark Shadows fly the Gofpel Sun. 

t 

Thiy fpoke, what nothing but Immortal Souh 

Could fpeak ; and thus the Truth they queftion'd, prov'di 

Can then Abfurdities^ as well as Crimes^ 
Speak Man Immortal P All Things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd ; and doil thou call for more f 
Call ; and with endlefs Queflions be diflrell. 
All unrefolveable, if Earth is AIL 

" Why Life, a Moment ; Infinite, Defire ? 
" Our Wifh, Eternity ? Our Home, the Grave ? 
** Heav'n's Promife dormant lies in human Hope^ 
«* Who ivijhes Life Immortal, proves it too. 
** Why Happinefs pnrfu'd, tho* never found ? 
** Man's Thirft of Happinefs declares // // 
** (For Nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
** That Thirft unqucncht declares 7/ // not Here. 
*« Myljvcihi Thy Clarissa, call to Thought; 
«* Why cordial Friendjhip riveted fo deep, 
«* As Hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
«* If Friend, and Friend{hip» vanifli in an Hour ? 
i< Is not TUs Torment in the Maik of Joy ? 

u Why 
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<* Wky by ReJUaion inarr'd the Joys of Senfi ? 

** Why Paftt and Futuref preying on our Heajrts f 

•* And putting all oxxiprefint Joys to Death I 

** Why labours Reafin ? Inftina were as well ; 

«* Inftind^, far better ; what can chufi^ can err : 

•< O how tnfallihU the thoughtlefs Brute \ 

*< 'Twere well his HoUntfs were half as fure. 

*< Rea/ou with Inclination^ why at War ? 

« Why Scnfe of Guilt ? Why Confiience, up in Arms ?»^ 
• Confcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain» 

And Bofom-counfel to decline the Blow. 

Reafin with Inclination ne*er bad jarV'd, 

If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 

Thus on— Thefe, and a thoufand Pleas uncalPd» 

All fromifit fome en/ure^ a fecond Scene ; 

Which, were it doubtfulf would be dearer far 

Than all Things elfe moil certain ; were it falfe^ 

What Truth on Earth fo precious as the Lye ? 

This World it gives us, let what will enfue ; 

This World it gives, in that high Cordial, Hope :- 

The Future of the prefent is the Soul : . 

How thit Life groans, when fever'd from the next f 

Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Diibelieves ! 

By dark Diflrud his Being cut in two. 

In both Parts periihes ; Life void of Joy, 

Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain! 

Couldfl Thou perfuade me, the next Life could ^ijt 
Our ardent Wifhes i how ihould I pour out 
My bleeding Heart in AnguiQi, nenv^ as deep ! 
Oh ! with what Thoughts, thy Hopet and my De/pair^ 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blafls the Soul, 
And wide-extends the Bounds of human Woe ! 
Could I believe Lorenzo's Syflem true. 
In this black Channel would my Ravings run. 

** Grief 
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•* Grief from the Future borrow'd Peace, ere-while* 
« The Future vanifo'd! and thcPrefent pained. I 
•••Strange Import of unprecedented III I 
•* F^l, how profound ! like Lucifbr's, the FalH 
•« Unequal Fate ! His Fall, without his Gtfilt ! 
•* From where fond Hope built hei- Pivilion high, 
•• The Gods among, hurPd headlong, hurPd at onc4 
«« To Night ! To Nothing ! Darker ftill than Night. 
'^ If 'twas a Dreamt why^ wake me, my worft Foe^ 
«* Lorenzo ! boaHful of the Name of Friend ! 
•* O forDclufion ! (> for' Error ftill! 
•• Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than Co plant 
« A Tbinking Being in a World like This, 
** Not over-rich before, ww beggar'd quite; 
•• More curft than at the Fall? — ^The Sun goes out ! 
«« TheThornslhootup! What Thorns in cv'ry Thoughtl 
«< Why Senfe of Better I It imbitters Worfe. 
« Why Senfe ? Why Life ? If but to figh, then fin& 
^* To what I was ! .T*wice Nothing ! and much Woe I 
•* Woe, from Heav'n's Bounties \ Woe, from what was 
•* To flatter moft, high IntelUSual Pofwers. [wont 

" Thought t Virtuey Knvwlege! Bleffings, by thy Schem/C^ 
•• All poifon'd into Paifis> Firft, Knofwlege^ oaq^ 
** My Soul's Ambition, /row her greateft Dread. 
** To know my/elf true Wifdom ? — No, to fhun 
«* That Ihocking Science, Parent of Defpair ! 
♦* Avert thy Mirror : If I fee, I die. 

" Knotjj my Creator ? Climb His bled Abode 
** By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 
•« Dive in His Nature, read his Attributes, 
•* And gaze in Admiration — on a Foe, 
** Obtruding Life, with-holding Happinefs ! 
•« From the full Rivers that furround his Throne, 
*• Not letting fall one Drop of Joy on Man ; 
•• Man gaiping for one Drop, that he might ceafe 


i5o The C oltf p L A I N T. Night 7- 

•* Tocurfe his Birth, nor envy Ref tiles more ! 
« Ye (able Clouds f Ye darkeft Shades of Night ! 
** Hide Himy for ever hide Him, from my Thought, 
" Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy ! 
«* Now leagu'd with Furies, and with • TJbee, againflme , 

'* JCno^ His Atchie*vements ?' Study His Renown> 
^ Contemplate this amazing Univerfe, 
<< Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete i 
<< For what ? 'Mid Miracles of noUer Name, 
« To find one Miracle of W/ery ? 
** To find the Being, which alone can ifiow 
^* And prai/e His Works, a Bfemifh on His PraIrc^ ' 

• Thro* Nature's ample Range, in Thought, to ftrollr 

* And ftart dX Mam, x\iR Jingle Mourner There, [Death h 
** Breathing high Hope ! chained down to Pangs and 

** Knowing is SaiPrlng.: Andfliall Virtue (hare 
«« The Sigh of Kntmoledge ^—Virtue (hares the Sigh, 
** By (training up the Steep of Excellent, 
_ ** By Battles fought, and, from Temptation, won, 
•* What gains (he, but the Pang of feeing Worth, 
*< Jngelic Worth, foon (hufiied in the Dark 
« With cv'ry Vice, and fwept to hrutal Duft ? 
«* Merit is Madncfs ; Virtue is * Crime ; 
•* A Crime to Rea/on, if it cofts us Pain 
•* Unpaid : What Pain, amidft a thoufand more; 
** To think the mod: Abandtrnd, after Days 
•* Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death- 
•« hi /oft a Pillow, nor m2ike fouler Clay ! 

" Duty ! Religion! Thefe, our Duty done,. 

•• Imply Reward. Religion is Miftake. 
** Duty I —There's none, but to repel the Cheat. 
*« Ye Cheats ! away ! ye Daughters of my Pride ! 
«* Who feign yourfelves the Fav'rites of the Skies : 
•« Ye tow'ring Hopes ! abortive Energies ! 

* LoretUBO, 

4 ** That 
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^ That tofs, and ftraggle, in my lying Brcaft; 
•* To fcale the Skies, and build Prcfumptions There, 
•* As I were Heir of an Eternity^ 
f* Vain, vain Ambitions ! trouble me no more, 
*' Why travel far in Queft of fure Defeat ? 
♦• As bounded as my Being, be my Wiflu 
** All is inverted, Wifdom is a FooL 
•* Senfe! take-the Rein j blind P4^<7«/ drive us on i 
•• And, Ignoranct! befriend U4 on our Way; 
•* Ye iww, but trueft Patrons of our Peace ! 
** Yes ; give the Fulfe full Empire ; live the Brutef 
** Since, as the Brute, we die. The Sum of Man, 
"** Of Godlike Man ! to revels and to rot. 

** But not on equal Terms with other Brutes : 
•* Their Revels a more poignant Relifli yield, 
^* And fafer too ; They never Poifons chufe. 
'* Inftin^y than Reajon^ makes more vyholefome M^als^ 
•* And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 
•* ^orjettfual Life They beft philofopliize ;, 
•* Theirs^ that Serene^ the Sages fought in vain r 
**'*Tis Man alone expodulates with Heav'n ; 
^ HiSf allthe PowV, and all the Caufcj to mourn. 
•* Shall human Eyes alo/ie dillblve in Tears ? 
•« And bleed, in Anguifli, none bat human Hearts I 
" The wide-flretcht Realm of Intellectual Woe, 
«* Surpaffing Sen/ual far, is All our Own. 
" In Life fo fatally diftinguiftit, why 
** Caft in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death f 

•* Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? 

** Why thunder'd this peculiar Claufe againft us, 

*« Jll-mortaly and Jll-ivretched /-—llave the Skies 

*• Rcafons of State, their SubjeAs may not fcan, 

** Nor humbly reafon, when they farely ligh ? 

«• All' mortal y and Jll-nvretched ! — *Tis too much ; 

<< UnparallcPd in Nature : 'Tis too much 

" Om 
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«« On Being unrequefied at Thy Hands, 

<* Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but Prnjuer. 

« And why fee That? Why Thought? To toi^ aud eat, 
** Then make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thought, 
•' What Superfluities are reasoning Souls ! 
«« Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftrojr. 
•< But without Thought our Curfe were half-unfelt ; 
** Its blunted Edge would fpare the- throbbing Heart ; 
•* And, therefore^ 'tis beftow'd. I thank thee, Rea/onJ 
" For aiding Lifers too fmall Calamities, 
** And giving Being to the Dread of Death, 
*• Such are thy Bounties ! — Was it then too mucK 
•* For mey to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights ? 
*' Too much for Heaven to make one Emmet more ? 
«* Too much for Chaos to permit my Mafs 
** A longer Stay with Eflences unwrought, 
** UnfalhionM, untormented into Man T 
*' Wretched Preferment to this Round of Pains ! 
*« Wretched Capacity of Phrenfy, Thought i 
** Wretched Capacity of Dying, Lr/e / 
« Life, Thought, Worth, l^ifdom. All (O foul Revolt !) 
•* Once Friends to Peace, gone over to the Foe. 

** Death, th^n,'^ has chang'd its Nature too ; O Deatk* 
** Com« to my Bufom, Thou heft Gift of Heav'a ! 
** Beft Friend of Man ! fince Man is Man no more. 
•* Why in this thorny Wildernefs fo long, 
** Since there's no Promised Land's ambrofial Bower, 
** To pay me with its Honey for my Stings ? 
♦* If needful to the felfifli Schemes of Heaven 
*' To fting us fore, why mockt our Mifery ? 
** Why this fo fumptuous Infult o'er our He^ds ? 
** Why this illuftrious Canop;^ difplay'd ? 
** Why fo magnificently lodg'd Defpair f 
«' At ftated Periods, fure-returning, roll 
•* Thcfe glorious Orbs, that Mortals may compute 

" Their 
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«* Their Length of Labours, and of Pains ; nor lofe 
*« Their Mifcry's fuUMeafurc ?— Smiles with Flowers, 
^* And Fruits, promiicuous, ever*teeming Eartbf 
^ That Man ma/ langui(h in luxurious Scenes, 
« And in an Eden mourn his withered Joys ? 
«* Claim Earth and Skies Man's Admiration, due 
** For /uc/h Delights ! Bleft Jnimals ! too Wife 
** To nuonder ; and too Happy to complain ! 

** Our Doom decreed demands a mournful Scene : 
** Why not a Dungeon dark, for the CondemtCd? 
" Why not the Dragon's fubterraneous Den, 
<• For Man to howl in ? Why not hi s Abode 
" Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate ? 
** A Ibehes^ a Babylon^ at vaft Expence 
" Of Time, Toil, Treafure, Art, for Owls and Adders, 
** As congruous, as, for Man, this lofty Dome, 
'* Which prompts proud Thought, and kindles high De- 
'* If, from her humble Chamber in the Duft, [fire 5 

«* While proud Thodghtfwells, and high Delire inflames, 
** The poor Warm calls us for her Inmates there \ 
•* And, round us, Deatbh inexorable Hand 
** Draws the dark Curtain dofc ; undrawn no more* 

" Undrawn no^more ! — Behind the Cloud of Deaths 
«« Once, I beheld a Sun ; a Sun which gilt 
«• That fable Cloud, and turn'd it all to Gold : 
** How the Gra'ue's altered ! Fathomlefs, as Hell ! 
** A real Hell to Thofe who dreamt of Heaven, 
** Annihilation ! How it yawns before me ! 
<* Next Moment I may drop from Thought 9 from Senfe^ 
•* The Privilege of Angels^ and of Worms^ 
«' An Outcaft from Exiftence ! And this Spirit^ 
•* This all-pervading, this all-confcious Soul,^ 
*« This Parti§Je of Energy divine, 
«* Which travels Nature, flies from Sitar to Star, 
<< And viflts Gods, and emulates their Powers, 

4 « Fo» 
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•• For ever is extiDguiih'd. Horror 1 Death ! 
•* Death of that Death Ifeark/s once funrcy'd !— 
•* When -Horror Univer/al (tiaH defcendy. 
*' And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all H4iman Race^ 
•* On that enormous, unrefanding Tomb, 
•* How jaU this Verfe ! this monumental Sigh l 
Beneoih the Lumber of demolijh^d Worlds ^ 
Deep in the Rubhijb of the general Wrecks 
Snjuept Jgnontimous to the common Mafr 
Of MatiSTj rU'ver digniffd <witb Lifty, 
Here lie proud Rationals ; The Soni of Hea^ven f 
. The Lords of Earth f The Property of Worms t 
Beings of Yefterday^ and no To-morrotw ! 
Who li*v*d in Terror j and in Pangs expired t 
AU gone to rot in Chaos ;. or^ to. make 
Their happy Tranfit into Blocks- or Brntesy 
Nor longer fully their QviZhTO^^s Name, 
Lorenzo ! hear, panfe, ponder, and pronoigiCC^ 
Juft is this Hiftoryf Ufuch is Man,, 
Mankind's Hiflorian, tho* Divine, mighr weep;. 
And dares Lorenzo fmilc !— I know thee Proud ;, 
For once let Pride befriend thee ; Pride looks pale 
At fuch a Scene, and lighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy Boafts, Preiumptions,. and Difplays, 
And art Thou then a Shadow ? Lefs than Shade .^ 
A Nothing ? I^ than Nothing ? To have bcen^ 
And not to he, is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious? Why then make the Worm 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Tafte of Pleafure high f 
Why patronize fure Death of ev'ry Joy ^ 
Charm Riches ? Why chufe Begg'ry in the Grave^, 
Of ev'ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for ever ? ^ 
jimbition, Pleafure, Avarice, perfuade Thee: 
To make that World of Glory ^/Rapture, Wealthy 

They 
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Amidfl; immenfe EiFufions of his Love ! 
Avi Ocean of communicaud Blifs ! 

An all-prolific, all-preferving God ! 
^his were a God indeed. — i^nd fuch //Man, . , 

As here prefam'd : He rifes from his Fall, 
Thinkll Thoa Omnipotence a naked Root, 
Each Bloifom fair of Deity deftroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead ; nay. Nothing ileeps ; each Soal, 
That ever animated human Clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the Wing : And where, O where^ 
Will the Swarm fettle ? — ^Whcn the Trumpet*s Call, 
As founding Brafs, colleds us, round Heav'n's Thro&f 
• Conglob'd, we baik in everlalling Day, 
(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the Soul this Outlet to the Skies, 
In this vail Veflel of the Univerfe, 
How ihould we gafp, as in an empty Void ! 
How in the Pangs of famifh'd Hape empire ! 

How bright My ProfpeA fliines ! How gloomy Thine' f 
A trembling World ! and a devouring God ! 
Eartbj but the Shambles p{ Omnipotence ! 
Heav*n*s Face all ilain'd with caufelefs MaiTacriet 
Of countlefs Millions, born to feel the Pang 
Of Being loft. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
ms bids us fhadder at the Thoughts of Life* 
Who would be born to fuch a Phantom World, 
Where nought Subflantial, but our Mifery ? 
Where Joy (if Joy) but heightens our Diilrefa* 
So ibon to periih, and revive no more ? 
The greater fuch a Joy, the more It pains. 
A World, (b far from Great (and yet how Great 
It fhines to Thee !) there's nothing Real in it ; 
Beings a Shadow ! Confdoufnefsy a Dream ! 
A Dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal Blank 
Before it, and Behind ! Poor Man, a Spark 

From 


€68 The Complain T, Night 7^ 

From Non-exiftence ftf uck by Wrath divine, 
■Glitt'ring a Moment, nor that Moment fare, 
•Midft Upper, Nether," and Surrounding Nighty 
His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal I'omb ! 

Lo R £ N zo ! doft T'koMfeel thefe Arguments ? 
Or is there nought but Vengeance can be felt f 
How haft Thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd india Him of a World like This I 
If /ucJb the World, Creation was a Crime ; . 
For what is Crime, but Caufe of Mifery ? 
Retrad, Blafphemer 1 and unriddle nis, 
Of endlefs Arguments abov^ helcrMy 
Without us, and <wilhinf the fhort Refolt 
f* If ManU ImmwtaU there^s a God inHewven,^ 

But wherefore fuch Redundancy ?' Such Wafte 
Of Argument ? One fets my Soul at ^eft ; 
One obvious, and at Hand, and. Oh ! — at Heart. 
So juft the Skies, Philander's Life fo pain'd, 
HH Heart {o pure ; tbat^ ox fucceeding Scenes 
Have Palms to give, or ne'er had He -been bom. 

** What an old Tale is This /'* Lorenzo cries.— ^ 
I grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years impair 1 and had not This been True, 
Thou never hadft defpis'd it for its Age. 
Truth is Imnwrtal as thy Soul ; and Fable 
As fleeting as thy Joys : Be wife, nor make 
Heav'n's higbeft Bleffing, Vengeance ; O be wife ! 
Nor make a Curfe of Immortality, 

Say, know'il Thou what // is ? Or what Ti^w irt ? 
Know'ft Thou th' Importance of a Soul Inimortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory : Worlds on Worlds I 
Amazing Pomp 1 Redouble this Amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice Ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the Whole ; Que Soul outweighs them All ; 

And 
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And calh th* aftoniihing Magnificence 
Of unintelligent Creation poor. 

For This, believe not me ; no Man believe ; 
Truft not in Words* but Deeds ; and Deeds no lefs 
Than thofeof the Supreme ; nor His, a Few ; 
Confult them ^// ; confulted, All proclaim 
Tby SoaPs Importance : Tremble at Thyfclf; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has waic'd, and work'd, for Ages ; from the Birth 
Of Nattire to this Unbelie'uing HoUr. 

In this fihall Province of His vail Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name !) 
What has God done, and not for this fole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The Soul's high Price 
Is writ in all the Condud of the Skies. 
The Soul's high Price is the Creation's Key^ 
Unlocks its Myderies, and naked lays 
The genuine Caufe of ev'ry Deed divine : 
That J is the Chain of Ages^ which maintains 
Their obvious Correfpondence, and unites 
Moft diilant Periods in One bleft Defign : 
That^ is the mighty Hinges oji which have tam'd 
All Revolutions, whether we regard 
The Nat'ral, Civil, or Religious, World ; 
The former Two, but Servants to the Third : 
To That their Duty done, they Both expire. 
Their Ma/s new-caft, forgot their Deeds renown' d ; 
And Angels afk, ** IVhere once they pone fo fair V* 

To lift us from tins Abjed, to Sublime ; 
This Flux, to Permanent \ this Dark, to Day ; 
This Foul, to Pure ; this Turbid, to Serene ; 
This Mean, to Mighty !— for this glorious End 
Th* Almighty, rifmg, his long Sabbath broke : 
The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; was Reftor'd 5 
Laws from the Skies were Publifh'd ; were RepeaPd ; 
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On Eartb Kings, Kingdoms, rofe ; Kings, Kingdoms, 

Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World ; [fell ; 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 

Thro' diftant Age ; Saints ti-avellM ; Martyrs bled ; 

By Wonders facred Nature ftood concroal'd ; 

I'he Living were tranflate4; Dead were rais'd ; 

Angels, and more than Angels, came from Heaven ; 

And, oh 1 for This, defcended lower ftill ; 

Gilt was Hell's Gloom ; aHoniQi'd at his Gueft, 

For one (hort Moment Lucifer ador'd : 

L0R.ENZ0 ! and wilt Thou do lefs ? — For T&V, 

That HaHoijJ^d Page, Fools fcofF at, was infpir'd. 

Of all thefe Truths thrice^venerable Code ! 

Deifis / perform your Quarentine ; and then 

Fall proflrate, ere you touch it, left you die* 

Ner lefs intenfely bent Infernal Powers 
To mar, than thofe of Lights this End to gain. 
O what a Scene is Here ! — Lorenzo I wake; 
Rife to the Thought; exert, expand thy Soul 
To take the vaft Idea : It denies 
All el/e the Name of Great. Two warring Worlds ! 
Not Europe againft Jifric ; Warring Worlds, 
Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing ! 
On ardent Wings of Energy, and Zeal, 
High-hov'ring o'er this little Brand of Strife I 
This fublunary Ball— But Strife, for what ? 
jn their own*Caufe confiiding? No$ In Thine^ 
In Man*s, llisJingJe Int'reft blbws the Flame ; 
His the fole Stake ; His Fare the Trumpet founds. 
Which kindles War Immortal. ' How it burns ! 
Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! 
Force, Force oppofing, till the Waves run high. 
And temped Nature's univerfal Sphere* 
Such Oppoiites Eternal, Stedfall, Stern^ 

Suth 
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Such Foes Imf^acable, are GW, and Itti 

Yet Man, vain Man> would mediate Peace between them. 

Think not this Fiaion. • • nert was fFar m Heaven, " 
From Heaven's high cryftal Nfoontain, where it hung» 
Th' Almj^ghty's ont-ftretcht Arm took down his Bow, 
And ihot his Indignation at the Deep : 
Re-thunder'd ifeil, and darted all her Firef.-— 
And feems the Stake of little Moment fliil ? 
And {lumbers Ma», who fingly caus'd the Storm ? 
He fleeps. — And art Thou ihockt at Myfteries ? 
Tho Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refled. 
What Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Mortals caufe 
In Breails Divine ! How little in their own ! 

Where-e'er I turn, how new Proofs pour upon me ! 
How happily This wond'rous View fupports 
My former Argument ! How ilronglyy?riif// 
Immortal Lifers full Demonftration, Here / 
Why this Exertion i Why this ftrange Regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulged to Man ?— 
Becaufe, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 
Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleft> for E*ver, 
Duration gives Importance ; fwells the Price. 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 
What would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 
Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He's gone. 
Becau/elMiAOKTM., therefore is indnlg'd 
This Grange Regard of Deities to Dull. 
Hence, Heav'n looks down on Earth with all her Eyes : 
Hence, the Soul's mighty Moment in her Sight : 
Hence, ev*ry ScMil ha3 Partifans Above, 
And ev'ry Thought a Critic in the Skies : 
Hence, Clay^ vile Clay ! has An^eU for its Guard, 
And ev'ry Gaard t Pa0ion for lus Charge : 
Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine 
Has held high Coanfel o'er the Fate of Man. 
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Nor have the Ch)uds thofe gracious Counfels hid. 
Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, 
And Providencb came forth to meet Mankind : 
In various Modes of Emphafis and Awe, 
He fpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard ; 
He fpoke it load, in Thunder, and in Storm. 
Witnefs, Thou5i«a// whofe Clond-covcr'd Height, 
And ihaken Bails, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye BilUws ! whofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Chain ,that faften'd it in Air, 
Swept E^yptj and her Menaces, to Hell : 
Witnefe, ye Flames ! th* AJfyridn Tyrant blew 
To fev*nfoId Rage, as Impotent, as Strong* : 
And Thotty Earth I witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws 
Closed o'er * Pre/umption^s facrilegious Sons : 
'iias not each Element, in Turn, fubfcrib*d 
The $oul*s high Priee^ and fworn it to the Wife ? 
Has not Piame, Ocean, i£ther. Earthquake, drove 
To ftrike this Truths -rfiro' adamantine Man ? 
]f not All- adamant, Lorenzo ! hear; 
All is DeluJion ; Nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold Night, from Rea/en'i keeneft Eye ; 
There's no Confidence, Meaning, Plan, or End, 
In all beneath the Sun, in All above, 
(As far ti Man can penetrate) or Heaven 
Is an Immenfe, Ineftimable Pn7.e; 
Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is All.-— 
And (hall each T^ be dill a Match for Heaven ^ 
And full Equivalent for Groans Below f 
Who would not give a Trifle to pre*vent 
What he would give a Thoufand Worlds to cure .^ 

Lorenzo ! Thou haftfeen (if Thine, to fee) 
All Natwre^ and her God (by Nature's Cour/e^ 
And Nature's Courfe controuTif) declare for me : 

The 
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The Skies Above proclaim " Immortal Man !" 
Andy " Man Immortal P^ all Below refonnds. 
The World's a Syiero of Theology, 
Read, by theLgreatefl Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Heneft, Learn 'd ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, LouBNzo ! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Rea/on^ and thy Senfe ; or, to Believe ^ 
What then is Unbelief? Tis ftn Exploit ; 
A ftrenuotts Enterprise : To gain it, Man 
Moft barft thro* ev'ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoafly wrongs 
And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? 
His Prize^ Itepentance ; Infamfy his Crown. 

But wherefore. Infamy ^— For want Of fait^^ 
Down the Seep Pjpecipice of Wrong He Aides ; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the Ri^u 
Faitb in the Future wanting, is, at leaft 
In Embryo^ cv'rjr Weaknefs,. ev'ry Guilt ; 
And ilrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 
If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country fold, his Father (Iain I 
*Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme ; 
And his Supreme, his Only Good is Here* 
jimhitioiti Av*rieti by the Wife difd^in'd. 
Is perfedt Wifdom^ while Mankind are Fotls^ 
And think a Tnrf, or Tombllone, covers Alt : 
l^befe find Employment, and provide for Sgnfi 
A richer Pafture, and a larger Range ; 
And Senfe by Right divine afcends the Throne, 
When Virtue's Prize and Profpeft are no more ; 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven.. 
Would Heav'n qoi^ ^^ggf^r Virtue, if belov*d' > 

«* Has Virttu Charms V^ — ^I gran.t her hcav'nly Fair; 
But if anportion'd, all will Infrejl wed \ 

I 3 Tho* 
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Tho' That our Admiration, Th^i our Choice. 

The Virtues grow on Immpttality ; 

That Root deHroy'd, they wither and expire.. 

A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 

Rewards and Punijbmenn make Q^^ ador'd ; 

And Hopes and Fears give Con/deuce all her Power. < 

As in the dying Parent dies the Child, 

Virtue^ with Jmrnortalityy expires. 

Who tells me He denies his Sour Immortal, 

Whate'er hi^ Boail, has told me, He*s a Kna*ue* 

His Duty 'tis, to love Himfelf alone ; 

Nor care tho' Mankind periih, if He fmiles. 

Who thinks ere-long the Man (hall wboUy die. 

Is dead already ; nought but Brute farvives. 

And are there fuch ? — Such Candidatcd^ these ar^s^ 
For more than Death ; for utter Lo6 of Being, 
Being, the Bails of the Deity I 
Alk you the Caufi P-^Tht Caufe they will not tell| 
Nor need they : Oh the Sorceries of Sen/e i 
They work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Difmount her like the Serpent at the Fall,. 
Difmount her from her native Wing (which foarH 
Ere- while ethereal Heights), and throw her down,. 
To lick the Duft, and cra^uslf in fuch a Thought. 

Is it in Words tp paint yon ? O ye Fall'n I 
FaH'n from the Wings of Rea/on^ and of Hope / 
£re6t in Stature, Prone in Appetite ! 
Patrons of Pleafure, pofiing into Pain ! 
Lovers of Argument, averfe to Senfe ! 
Boaders of Liberty, fail-bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame \ 
More Sea/ele/s than th* Irrationals you fcorn ! 
More Ba/e than thofe you rule ! Than thofc you pity„ 
Far more Undone ! O ye mjoft infamous 
Qf Beings, fronxSupwoxJDigniry ! . , 

Deepeft 
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Deeped in Woe from Means of bouodlefs Blift \ 

Ye curft by Bleflings infinite ! Becaufe 

Mofl highly favourM» rood profoundly loft ! 

Ye motly Mafs of ContradiSion (Irong ! 

And are you, too, convinced, your Souls fly ofF 

In Exhalation foft, and die in Air, 

From the full Flood of Evidence againfi you ? 

In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of ^infe^ 

Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaveo» 

By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own : 

But tjio' you can dtform^ yoa can't dcjiroj ; ' 

To curfe^ not uncrtaie^ is all your Power. 

Lorenzo ! this black Brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. E'vremout^ and read St. PauL 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafon wing'd, 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Heaven* 
^his is Freethinkingi unconfin'd to PartSf 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro' all the Provinces of Human Thought ; 
To dart her Flight, thro' the whole Sphere of Man i> 
Of this vaft Univerfe to make the Tour ; 
In each Recefs of Space and 7/W, at Home ; 
Familiar with their Wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a Prince of boundlefs Int'rells Tbere^^ 
Still mofl ambitious of the mofl Remote ; 
To look on Truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in the "^yftsnty the full Orb ; where Truths* 
By Truths enlighten'd, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch-like, Urong Foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent Weight of abfolute, complete 
Con*vi£iion y Here, the more we prefs, we fland 
More Firm ; Who mofl Examine mod Believe. 
Parts, like Half-fentences, confound ; the Whole 
Conveyi the Senfe, and. God is underflood^> 

I 4,. Wh« 
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Who not in Fragmtnts writes to Human Race : 
Read his nvbole Volume, Sceptic ! then Reply. 

Tbist Tbisy is Tbiuking-frecy a Thought that gra(pt 
Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour. 
Tarn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene ; 
What are Earth's Kingdoms, to yon boundlefs Orbs, 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deftin'd Range ? 
And what yon boundlefs Orbs, to Godlike Man ? 
Thofe numerous Worlds that throng the Firmament, 
And a(k more Space* in Heav'n, can roll at large 
In McaC^ capacious Thought, and Hill leave Rooni 
For ampler Orbs ; for neiM Creations, There. 
CsLik/ucb a Soul contradl itfelf, to gripe 
A Point of no Dimennon, of no Weight ? 
it can ; it does : The World is fuch a Point : 
And, of tbat Point, how /mall a Part enflaves ! 

How fmall a Part — of Notbiftg, fliall I fay ? 
Why not f-^-Fnemis^ ourcbie/Tre^SMTe ! How they drop! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone I 
The Grave, like fabl'd Cerberus, has opM 
A triple Mouch ; and, in an aweful Voice, 
Loud calls my Soul, and utters All I iing. 
How the World falls to pieces round about ut. 
And leaves u^ in a Ruin of our Joy ! 
What fays this Tranfportation of my Friends ? 
It bids me love the Place where no^M they dwell. 
And fcorn this wretched Spot, they leave fo Poor. 
Eternity's vaft Ocean lies before thee j 
There, There, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa fails. 
Give thy Mind Sea-room ; keep it wide of Eartb, 
That Rocic of Souls immortal \ cut thy Cord ; 
Weigh Anchor ; fpread thy Sails ; call ev'ry Wind ; 
Eye thy Great FoU-ftar ; make the Land of Life. 

Two Kinds of Life has double-natwd Man, 

And Two of Death ; the Udi faf more fevere. 

Lift 
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Life animaiis nurturM by the Sun ; 
Thrives on his Bounties, tricraiphs in his Beams. 
Life rational fubfiOs on higher Food, 
Trittmphant ia His Beams, who made the D^y. 
When we leave /W San, and are left by tkist 
(The Tate of all who die in ftubborn Gnik) 
rris «//ir Darknefs r ftriAly DoubU Death. 
We fink by no Judicial Stroke of Heaven^ 
But Nature's Cwrfa ; as fure as^PUraibets faXL^ 
Since God, or Viasiy muil alter, ere they meet,. 
(Since Light and Darkncfs. blend not in one Sphere) 
V[\% manifeil, Lorenzo ! vo^moft change. 

If, then, thatDw^ZfDfA/^ihostd prove thy Lot,* 
Blame not the Bowels of theDfiiTY ;: 
Man ihal] be bleft, as far as Man permiii. 
Not Man alone, all RatiomJs^, Heav'n arms 
With an Illaflrioos,. but Tremendous, Power 
To counter-a6l Its own moft gracious Ends ; 
And this, of ftrid Neceffity, not Choice i 
That Pow*r deny'd, Men^ Angels,, were no more^ 
But paflive Engines, void of Praife,i or Blame.. 
A Nature Rational implies the Power 
Of being bieil, or wretched, as we pleafe ;; 
Elfe idle Rea/on would have nought to do ;. 
And he that would be barr'd Capacity 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blifs^ 
Heaven wills our Happinefs, allotuts our Doom.;; 
In*uit4s us ardiently, but not comfeU ;. 
Heav'n but perfiiades^ Almighty Man tktrees '^ 
Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. 
Man falls by Man^. if finally He foils ; 
And fall He omftj, who learns from Death alone^. 
The dreadful Secret, — ^That he U^ues for. Ever. 

Why 7i&r/ tothee ?. Thee yet». perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life f Bat wherefore doubtftfl-ftUl ? 

1 J Etewrf 


178 fhe Cowkvi.AfKT. Nrght7. 

Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wi(h : 

What ardently we wifli, wt/ocu believe : 

Thy tardy Faith declares that WUh. dcftroy'd : 

What has dellroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thcc, What t 

When /ear* J the Future f 'tis no longer wiflit ;, 

And, when Unwiftit, ^tfirii^ to Diibd:ieve. 

** ThuM Infidelity our Guilt betrays.*' 

Nor that the /ale Dete£Uon I Biufh, LoRENeo t 

Blufti for Hy|)ocrify, if not for Guilt. 

The Future /ear" df-^zxL InfideU and fear I 

Fear what ? a Dream f a FahU f — ^How thy Dread^ 

VmjoilUng Evidence, and therefore Strongs 

Affords my Caufe an nnddign'd Support f 

How Dijbelie/ affirmi, what It denies f 

** //, unatvares^ ^jfferts Immortal Li/e** — * 

Surprifing ! Infidelity turns out 

A Creed y and a Con/effion </ cur Sins : 

Apoftates, thus, are Orthodox Divines* 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clath no more;: 
Nor longer a I'ran^atent Viaor wear. 
Think'il Thou, Religion iftdy has hec Ma& I 
Our Infidels are Satan^s Hypocrites,. , 

Pr^/«»// the Worft,, and, at the Bottom, /if 4 
When yifited by Thought (Thought <wiU intrude)^ 
Like Him they ferve. They fremlde, and telifvc. 
Is there Hypocrify (b foul a« This ? . 
So fatal to the Welfere of the Worid ^ 
What Detefiatien, wiiat Contemp^y their Due ! 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their Efoapit 
^hat Chriftian Candor thtyfirrve hard to fcoro* 
If not for that Afylani,. ihcy might find 
A Hell an Earth ; nor 'fcape a worfc Belo*w, 

With Infolence, and Impotence of Tbooght, 
Inftead of racking Fancy, to re/ute<, 
Keform thy Manners,, and the Truth eyrjoy,^^^ 
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fiat ihallldare cofifefs the dire Refult ? 

Can thy proud Reafin brook fb black a Brand ?" 

From /«r^r Manners $ tofubkmer Faiths 

Is Nature's nnavoidable Afcent ; 

An honeft Deift, where the Gofpel Ihines, 

Matur'd to nobler, in the Cbriftian ends. 

When that blefl Change arrives, e'en cad aiide 

This Song fuperfiaous ; Life immortal flrikes 

Convi&ion, in a Flood of Light Divine* 

A Cbriftian dwells, like * UaiEL, in the Sun* . 

Meridian Evidence puts Doubt to Flight ; 

And ardent Hope anticipates the Skies. 

Of tbat bright Sun, Lorenzo ! fcale the Sphere ;- 

Tis eafy ; It invites thee ; It defcends 

From Heav'n to wooe, and waft thee whence It came ; 

Read and revere the Sacred Page ; a Page 

Where triumphs Immortality ; a Page 

Which not the whole Creation could produce y> 

Which not the Corfiagration ihall deftroy ; 

In Nature's Ruins not one Letter loft : 

Tis printed in the Mind of Cods for ever. 

In proud Difdain of what e'en Gods adore, 
Doft fmile ? — Poor Wretch ! thy Guardian Angel weeptv - 
Jngelsf and Mp«9 aflent to what King; 
Wits fmile, and thank me for my Midnight Dream* 
How vicious Hearts fumePhrenfy to the Brain I 
Parts pu(h us on to Pride, and Pride to Shame ;^ 
P^rt Ittfiddily is Wkh Cockade,. 
To grace the brazen Brow that braves^ the Skies,^ 
By Lo/s of Being, dreadfully fecure. • 

Lor E N zo ! M thy Dodrine witis the Day, 
And drives my Dreams, defeated, from the Field ^i 
If This is All, if Earth ^fnal Scene, 
Take heed ; (land faft ; be fuve to be a Kna'ue^ ; , 

Id--' A Knave 
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A WtiVLve in Grain ! ne'er deviate to the Right : 
Shouldll thoa be Gooil — How infinite thy Lofs ! 
Gitilt only makes jiambiUaion Gain., 
Blcft Scheme ! which Life deprives of Comfort^ Death 
Of Hope't and which Vice ohIj^ reconunends* 
]f fo ; ivberis Infidels I your Bait thrown out 
To catch weak Converts ? IFbire yoor lofty Boaft 
Of Zeal for Vurtuii and of Loom to Mmi ? 
Annihilation ! I confefs, in Tbe/u 

What can Reclaim you ? Dare I hope profoood 
Pbilofofbers the Converts of a Song f 
Yet know, lt$ * Title flatters jr0»» not mr; 
Yours be the Praife to malie nuf Title good ; 
Mine« to blefs Heav'n, and triomph Viyaw Praife* 
Bot finoe fa FeUilential your Dileafe» 
Tho' fov*reign is the Med'cine 1 prefcribe^ 
As yet, ril neither Triumph, nor Defpair : 
But hope, ere long, my Midnight Dream^ will wake 
Your Hearts, and teach your IViJdom — to be wife 1 
For why ihould Souls Immortalv made lbrBlifs» 
E'er wifh (and wifh in vain !} that Souls coodd die I 
What ne'er can die, Qh I grant to U<ve \ and crowa 
The Wiih, and Aim, and Labour of the Skies \, 
Increafif and enter on the jx>ys of Heaven t 
Thus Ikall ray 'J*itle pafs a JacredSedU- 
Receive an Imfrifnatur from Above, 
While Angels flici^— ^>» InJUel Recbum'J .^ 

Toclofe, Lorenzo! Spite of all my Pains,.' 
Still feems it Arange,. that Tho« ihouldft livt/or ever ^ 
Is it le/s drange, that Thou (houldft live m alL^ 
This is a Miracle ; and That no more. 
Who gave Beginning, can exclude an End. 
Deny Thou art : Then» doubt if Thoxxjkalt ie\ 
A Miracle with Miracles inclos'd». 

# The Infidel Rcdaimci, 
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Is Man : And ftarts his Faith at what is Strange f 
What lefs than Wonders, from the Wonderftd\ 
What lefs than Miracles, from God, can flow ? 
Mmit a GO D — that Myftery Supreme ! 
That Caufe nncaas'd I All other Wonders ceafe ; 
Nothiifg is Marvellous for Him to do : 
Denjf Him — all is My^cry beiides ; 
Millions of Myileries ! Each Darker far. 
Than That thy Wifdom would, unwifely, fhun. 
If weah thy Faith, why chuie the Harder Side ? 
We nothing inowt bat what is Marvellous ; 
Yet what is Marvellous, we can't belie'Vi* 
So weak our Rea/on^ and fo Great oar Gon, 
What mod furprifes in the Saered Paget 
Or full as Strange, or Stranger, mi^be True* 
Faith is not Rta^fitC^ Labonr, but Repoie. 

To Faith t and Virtwt^ why fo backward, Man ? 
From Hence : — ^The Pre/ent drongly ftrikes, us All j 
The Future^ faintly : Can we, then, be Mm ? • 
If Men, LoR£N20 1 the Reuerft is Right. 
Rea/ott is Man's Peculiar : Senfty the Brute's* 
The Pre/ent is the Scanty Realm of Senfit; 
The Future t Reafin^ Empire unconfin'd : 
On That expending all her Godlike Power, 
She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, Triumphs, there ; 
There, builds her Bkjfingi / There, expels her Prai/ei 
And nothing afks of Fortune^ ot'of Men. 
And what is Reajon ? Be fhe, thus, defin'd ; 
Reafon is Upright Stature in the SouL 
Oh ! be a Man ; — and ftiive to be a GoJ* 

•* For what ? (Thou fayft) : Todamp the Joys of Life T* 
No ; to give Heart and Suhfiance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hapey mark, how (he domineers ; 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams \, 
Safetyi and Peace, for Hazard> and Alarm ; 

That 


,182 ^i&^ CoMPXAiKT. Nighty, 

That Tyrant o'er the Tjraatt of the Soul, 
She bids Amhithu quit its taken Prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which h fits, 
Tho* bearing Crowns, to (pnng at diftant Game ;, 
And plunge in Toils and Dangers^— for Repofe. 
If Hope precarious, and of Things, wiwn gain'd^ 
Of Little Moment, and as little^ Stay, 
Can fweeten Toiis and Dangers into Joys; 
What then. That Hope, which nothing can defeaV 
Our Leave unaflt'd ? Rich Hope of boundlefs Blif^ ! 
Blifs, pail Man's Pow'r to paint it ; TVWs, to cloic V 

This Hope is Earth's moft, eftimable Prize : 
This is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
Hopef of all Paffions, moft befriends uf Htre ; 
Paffions of Prouder Name befriend us kfs. 
Ja^ has her Tears ;r and Traufport has h^ Death ^ 
Hope^ like a Cordial, innocent, tbo' ftrong, 
Man's Heart, at once, infpirtUy and fersnes % 
Nor makes him pay his Wifdom for his Joys j 
'Tis All, our piefent State czn/afelj bear. 
Health to the Frame! ' iand Vigour to the Mind V. 
A Joy.attemper'd ! a chaftis^d Delight \ 
Like the fair Summer-Ev'niog, mild, and fweet I' 
»Tis Man's full Cup ; his Paradife Below ! 

A bleft Hereafter, then^ or Hop'd, or Gatn'd,, 
Is All ;— our Whole of Happinefs :. Full Proof, 
I chofe no trivial or in^orious Theme* 
And know, ye Foes to Song ! (well-meaning Men, 
Tho' quite forgotten * Half your BihU's Praife i) 
Important Truthsr in f pile of Verfef^ may pleafe : 
Gra<ue Minds you praife $ nor can you praife too much : 
If there is Weight in an Etb^rmity, 
JiiCt the Gra*ve liften ;— *and be graver fUlL 

* The fioetical Parts of it* 
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AND has all Nature, then, efpoitsM my Part ? 
Have I biib'd Heav'n, and Earth, to plead again(t 
And is thy Soul Immortal F — ^What remains t {thee t 
AlU All, LoitENaso ; Make Immortal, Blelt. 
Unbleit Immortals ! What can ihock us more ? 
And yet Lorenzo ftill afFeds the World ; 
There, ftows his Trcafure ; Thence, his Title draws^ 
Man of the World! (for fuch wouldft thou be calPd) 
'And art thou proud of that inglorious Style ? 
Proud of Reproach? For a Reproach it fwas. 
In antient Days ; and Christian, — in^an Age, 
When Men were Men, and not afham'd of Heaven^. 
Fir'd their Ambition, as it crown'd their Joy. 
Sprinkled with Dews-from the Cafialian Font, 
Fain would I re-baptize thee> and confer 
A Purer Spirit,, and aniobler Name* 

Thy 
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Thy fond Attachments fatal, and inffamM, 
Point out my Path, and di6(ate to my Song : 
To Tkee, the World h^^w Fair / How firongly llrikes 
Amhitim ! and gay Plea/ure ilronger ftill ! 
Thy Triple Bane ! the Triple Bolt, that lays 
Thy Virtue dead ! Be The/c my Triple Theme j 
Nor (hall thy Wit or Wi/dom^ be forgot. 

Common the Theme ; not b the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Urania,, deigns to fmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the Worlds her Foe^ 
If (he diiTolves, the Man of Earthy at once. 
Starts from his Trance, and flghs for other Scenes ; 
5>cenes, where thefe Sparks of Night, thefe Stars 9 (hall 
UnnomberM Suns (foe all Things^ as they are^ [Qiine: 
The Bleft behold) ; and, in one Glory, pour 
Their blended Blaze on Man.'s aitontlht Sight j! . . - 

A Blaze, — the leaft illiiArious Objeft Tkert. 
Lorenzo I {ince Ettrnal is at Hand, 

To fwallow Tim€*s Ambitions ; as the vaifc 

Le'viatban^ the BuJbbles vain, that ridf^ 

Hi^h on the foamjng Billow ; what avail 

High Titles, highD£(cent, Attainments high,. 

If unattain'd oar /fi^^ i* O. Lorenzo!. 

What lofiy Thoughts, thefe Elements above,. 

W4iat tow'ring Hopes, what Stalliesfrom the Sun,, 

What grand Surveys of Deiliny divixie,. 

And pompous Pref^ge of unfathom'd Pate^, 

Should roll in Bjoibms». wher/s a. Spirit burns«. 

Bound for Ctemity ! In BofomS read 

By Him^ who Foibles in Archangels fees ! 

On human Hearts He beads a jealous Eye,, 

And marks, and in Heav'nfs Regifter inrolls». 

The Rife, and Prqgrefs, of each Option there ;. 

Sacred to Doomfday ! That the Page unfolds, . 

And fpreads us to the Gaze of Go Is and Men.. 

And 
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And what an Option^ O Lorenzo ! thin6 ? 
This World ! and This, unrivall'd by the Skies ! 
A World, where Luft of Fkafurtt Grandiut^ GoU^ 
Three D^epnks that divide its Realms between them* 
With Arokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's refllefs Heart, their Sport, their flying Ball ; 
Till, with the giddy Circle, fick, and tir'd. 
It pants for Peace, and drops into Defpair. 
Such is the World Lorenzo fets .above 
That glorious Promlft Angels were efleem'd 
Too meam to bring ; a Promife, their Jdor^d 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By Covnf.'l, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. 
Such is the Wot Id Lorenzo's Wifdom wooes. 
And on its thorny Pillow feeks Repofe ; 
A Pillow, which, like Opiates ill-prepar'd« 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 
The vifionary Mind with gay Chimaeras, 
All the wild Tralk of Sleep, without the Red ; 
What unfeigned Travel, and what Dreams of Joy \ 

How frail. Men, Things ! How momentary, Both ! 
Fantaflic Chace, of Shadows hunting Shades I 
The G^, the Bufy^ eijual, tho' unlike i 
Equal in Wifdom, differently wife ! 
Thro* flow'ry Meadows, and thro^ dreary Wades, 
One Buftling, and One Dancing, into Death* 
There's not a Day, but, to the Nf^n ^^ Thought, 
Betrays fome Secret, that throws new Reproach 
On Life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 
The Scenes of Bus^iufs tell us—" What are Men ;'» . 
The Scenes ofPlea/ure^'' What is all befidc :'* 
nerii Others we defpife ; and Here^ Oorfelves. 
Amid Di/guft eternal, dwells Delight ? 
'i is AfprobfUian (Irikes the String of Joy. 

What 
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What wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
Stuns with the Din, and choaks us with the Du!k, 
On Life's gay Stage, one Inch above the Grave ? 
The Proud run up and down in queft of Eyes | 
The Sen/ualf in purTuit of fomething worfe ; ^ 

The Grn'ocy of Gold ; the Politic^ of Power ; 
And All, of other Butterflies, as vain ! . 
As Eddies draw Things frivolous, and light. 
How is Man's Heart by Fanity drawn in j 
On the fwift Circle of returning Toys, 
Whirl'd, Straw-like, round an4 round, and then in- 
Where gay Deluiion darkens to Defpair! [gulph'd, 

*• This is a beaten Track,''— Is This a Track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the Truths it would infpire. 
Shall Truth be filent, bccaufe VoWyfro'ums f 
Turn the World's Hiftory j what find we therc^ 
But Fortune's Sports, or Nature's cruel Claims, 
Or Woman's Artifice, or Man's Revenge, 
And endlefs Inhumanities on Man ? 
Fame's Trumpet feldom {bunds, but, like theKnell,^ 
It brings bad Tidings : How it hourly bk)W4 
Man's Mifadventures round the Hll'ning World I 
Man is the Tale of narrative old Tims ; 
Sad Tale ; which high' as Paradife begins ; 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude. 
From Stage to Stage, rn his eternal Round, 
The Days^ his Daughters, as they fpin our Hours 
On Fortune''S Wheel, where Accident unthought 
Oft, in a Moment, Tnaps Life's ftrongeft Thread, 
Each, in her Turn, fome Tragic Story tells. 
With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; 
And fills his Chronicle with human Woes. 

Time's Daughter, True as thofe of Men, deceive os ; 
Not One, but puts fome Cheat on all Mankind : 

While 
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While in their Futher^t Bpfom, not yet Ourt^ 

They flatter our foiid Hopes ; and promife much 

Of Amiable ; but hold him not o'cr-wife, 

Who dares to traft them ; and laugh round the Year^ 

At ftill-confiding, ftill-confbunded, Man, 

Confidingy tho* . confounded ; hoping on» 

Untaught by Trial, unconvinc'd by Proof, 

And Ever-looking for the Never-fcen. 

Life to the laft, like karden'd Felons, lyes ; 

Nor owns itfelf a Cheat, till it expire«. 

Its little Joys go out by One and One, 

And leave poor Man, -at length, in perfeft Night ; 

Night darker, than what, frtfw, involves the Pole. 

O THOU, who doft permit thefe Ills to fall, 
For gracious End^, and wouldft chat Man (honld mourn ! 
O THOU, whofe Hands this goodly Fabric fram'd> 
Who know'H: it beft, and woukift that Man (hould know I 
What is this fablunary World } A Vapour $ 
A Vapour all it holds ; itfelf, a Vaponr, 
From the damp Bed of Chaos, by thy Beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to-^im its deftin'd Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, and difappear. 
Earth* ^ Days are nnmber'd, nor res^ote her Doom t 
As Mortal, tho? lefs Tranfient, than her Sons ; 
Yet they doat on her, fts the World and They 
Were both Eternal, Solid; THOU, a Dream.. 

They doat, .on What f Immorial FicMs apart* 
A Region of Outfides I a Land of Shadows ! 
A fruitful Field of flowVy Promifes ! 
A Wildetnefs of Joys ! perplext with Doubts, 
And (harp with Thorns I A troubled Oecatii fpread 
With bold Adventurers, their Jll on Board ; 
No fecond Hope, if here their Fortune frowns ; 
Frown fooa it muft^ Of various Rates they failjl 

Of £n6gns various ; All alike. in This, 

Ait 
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Jli refUefs, an^rioas ; tod with Hopes, and Fears, 
In calmeil Skies ; obnoxious All to Storm I 
And ilormy the moft gen'ral Blaft of Life : 
Ali bound for Happinefs ; yet Few provide 
The Chart of Kmowlege^ pointing where it lies ; 
Or Virtue's Helgi, to Ihape the Courfe deiign'd ; 
AUf more or lefs, capricious Face lament, 
Now lifted by the 7'ide, and now reforb'd, 
And farther from their Wiihes, than before ; 
jUf more or lefs,. againil each other daOi, 
To mutual Hurt, by Quits of Pafiion driven^ 
And fiiff^ring more from Folly, than from Fate. 
Ocean ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous Home 
Of Dangers, at eternal War with Man I 
Jkatb*t Capital, where moil he domineers. 
With all his chofen Terrors frowaiog rounds 
4ThQ' lately feafted high at * MhMs Coft> 
Wide op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for o^re t 
Too faithful Mirror ! how doft thoa reflet 
The melancholy Face of human life I 
The ftrong RefirmUance tempu me farther ftill i 
And^ haply, Britain mzy be deeper ftnick 
By nmral Truths itk fuch a Mirror fe^n. 
Which Nature holds for ever at her Eye. 

Self-fiattered, nnexperienc'd, high in Hope^ 
When Towtgf with fanguine Chear, and Streamert gaf » 
We cut our Cable, launch into the World, 
And fondly dream each Wind and Star our Friend | 
All, in fdn^e darling Enterprize emb^rkt : 
But where is he can fathom its Event f 
Amid a Multitude of artlefs Hands, 
Ruiu's fure Perquifite ! her lawful Prize I 
Some ilcer aright ; but the black Blaft blows hard. 
And puff's them wide of Hope r With Hearts of Prool^ 

* Admiral Balcbta^ 8k» 
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Pall againft Wind aad Tidc» fime win tkdr Way ; . 
And when ftrong Efibrt has deferv'd the Porr» 
And tugg*d it into View, 'tis won \ 'tis loft ! 
Tho' ftrong their Oar, ftiii ftronger is their Fate *, 
They drike ; and, while they Triumph, they Expire. 
In Strefs of Weather, Moft ; Somt fink otttright ; 
0*er them, and o'er their Names, the Billows clofe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever Born. 
Others a (hort Memorial Wave behind, 
Like a Flag floating, when .the Bark's ingnlph'd $ 
It floats a Moment, and is feen no more : 
One CiESAA lives ; aThoafand are forgot. 
How Few, beneath aufpicious Planets borni 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's £leA !) 
With fwelling Sails make good the promis'd Port, 
With all their Wilhcs freighted ! Yet ev'n Thefe, 
Freighted with all their Wifhes, foon complain | 
Free from Misfortane, not from Nature free. 
They ftiil are Men ; and when is Man fecure I 
As fatal Time^ as Siorm ! the Rufh of Years 
Beats down their Strength ; their numberlefs Efcapes 
In Ruin end : And, now, their proud Succefs 
But plants ww Terrors on the Vi£lor*s Brow : 
What Pain to quit the World, juil made their own. 
Their Neft fo deeply down'd, ' and built fo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the Stars. 

Woe then apart (if Woe apart can be 
From mortal Man), and Fortune at our Nod, 
The Gay ! Rich ! Great I Triumphant I and Auguft ? 
What are they ?— -The mnft happy (ftrange to fay 1) 
Convince mi mod of human Mifery : 
What are they ? Smiling Wretches of T^-tnwntM I 
More wretched, tben^ than e'er their Slave can be ; 
Their treach'rous BleiBngs, at the Day of Need, 
Like other faithlefs Frieads, unmaik, and fting : 

5 Then^ 


190 sn&^ Complaint. Night 8. 

Tben^ what provoking Indigence in Wealth ! 
Wha,t aggravated Impotence in Power ! 
High Titles, tbeuy what Infult of their Pain ! 
If that fole Anchor, equal to the Waves, ^ 
Immortal Ifype ! defies not the rude Storm, 
Takes Comfort from the foamin^g Billow's Rage, 
And makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb. 

Is this a SJi€tcb of what thy Soul admires ? ' 
« But here (thou iayft) the Mifrariesof'Life ' 

** Are huddled in a Group* A more diflin^ 
<' Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better Newa.'* 
Look on Lifers Stages: They fpeak plainer ftill ; 
The plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou figh. 
Look on thy lovely Boy ; in him behold 
The Bed that can befal the beft on Earth ; 
The Boy has Virtue by his Mother*& Side : 
Yes, on Fi»orello look : A Father^ s Heart 
Is tender, tho' the Mait^^ is made of Stone ; 
The Truth, thro* fuch a Medium feen, may make 
Impreflion deep, and Fondnefs prove thy Friend. 

Florbllo lately caft on this rude Coaft 
A helplefs Infant ; now a heedlefs Child ; 
To poor Clarissa's Throes, thy Care fucceeds ; 
Care full of Love, and yet fevere as Hate ! 
O'er thy Soul's Joy how oft thy Fondnefs frowns ! 
Needful Aufterities his Will reftrain ; 
As Thorns fence in the tender Plant from Harm. 
As yet, his Rea/on cannot go alone ; 
B\it aiks a derner Nurfe to lead it on. 
His little Hear^ is often terrify'd ; 
The Bluih of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale ; 
Its pearly Dew-4rop trembles in his Eye ; 
His harmlefs Eye ! and drowns an Angel- there. 
Ah 1 what avails his Innocence f The Taflc 
Jnjoin'd m^^ft difcipliae his cariy Powers ; . 

He 
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H« learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ; 
Guiltlefs, and fad! A Wretch before the Fall! 
How cruel this ! More cruel to forbear. 
Our Nature fuch, with mcejfary Pains, 
We purchafe Profpefts of precarious Peace : 
Tho' not a Father^ This might fteal a Sigh. 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
*Twill iink our poor Account to poorer ftill) ; 
Ripe from ihe Tutor, proud of Liberty, 
He leaps Inclofure, bounds into the World ; 
The World is taken, after Ten Years Toil, 
Like zxiisitvxXrey ; and all its Joys his own. 
Alas ! Ae World's a Tutor more fevcre ; 
Its LeiTons hard, and ill deferve his Pains ; 
Unteaching AH his virtuous Nature taught. 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) infpir'd. 

For who receives him into public Life ? 
Men of the Worlds the Terrae-filial Breed, 
Welcome the modeft Stranger to their Sphere^ 
(Which glitter'd long, atDiflance, in his Sight) 
And, in their hofpitable Arms, inclofe : 
Men, who ^ink nought fo ilrong of the Romance, 
So rank Knight-errant, as a Real Friend ; 
Men, that a£l up to Rea/on^s Golden Rule, 
All Weaknefs of Affie&ion quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that would bluih at being thought iincere. 
And feign, for Glory, they^ou 'Faults they want; 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well ; . 
As if, to Them, Vice (hone her own Reward. 

Lorenzo ! canll thou bear a fliocking Sight? 
Suchy for Florei^lo's Sake, 'twill now appear: 
See, the fteel'd Files of feafon'd Veterans, 
Train'd to the World, in barniih'd Falihood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal Stratagenvs of P^acc ; 
All foft Senfation, in the Throng, rubb'd oiF; 
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All their keen Porpofe, in Politenefs, fheath'd ; 

His Friends eternal^^during^ Intereft ; 

His Foes implacable — when worth their while ; 

At War with ev'ry Welfare, but their own ; 

At wife as Lucifer ; and half as good ; 

And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— 

Nakedy thro* Thefe (fo common Fate ordains) » 

Naked of Heart, his cruel Cou rfe he runs. 

Stung out of All, mod amiable in Life, - - 

Prompt Truth, and open Thought, and Smiles Unfeign'd ; 

AiFe^on, as his Species^ wide diffus'd ; 

Noble Prefumptions to Mankind's Renown ; 

Ingenuous Truft, and Confidence of Love. 

Thcfc Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a Sigh ; till Time, and Pains, 
From the flow Miftrefs of this School, Experience, 
And her AiTulant, paufmg, pale, Diftruft^ 
Purchafe a dear-bought Clue to lead his Youth 
Thro* ferpentine Obliquities of Life, 
And the dark Labyrinth of human Hearts. 
And happy ! if the Clue (hall come ib cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with Public Guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul Contagion too. 
If lefs than heav'nly Virtue' is our Guard* 
Thus, a ftrange Kind of curil Neceffity 
Brings down the (lerling Temper of his^ Soul, 
By bafe Alloy, to bear the Current Stamp, 
Bel(hw caird Wiidom ; (inks him into Safety ; 
And brands him into Credit with the fVorU ; 
Where fpecious Titles dignify Difgrace, 
And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Life ; 
Where brighter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes ; 
And Heav'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts j 
Tiiat unfurmountable Extreme of Guilt I 

Pooj 
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"PoorMACHiAVEL I who laboured hard his Plan, 
Forgot, that Genius need not go to School \ 
Forgot, that Man, without a Tutor wife. 
His Plan had pra^is'd^ long before 'twas writ. 
The World's all Titk-pagi^ there's no Contents ; 
The World's all Face ; the Man who fhews his Hearty 
Js whooted for his Nudities, and fcorn'd. 
A Man I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile ; 
And well it fed him ; he looked plump and fair ; 
While rankeft Venom foam'd thro' every Vein. 
Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill \ 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry Fool alive ; 
And, Dying, curs'd the Frtfi»/on whom heliv^d* 
To fuch Proficients thou iart half a Sainr. 
In foreign Realms (for thou haft travell'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two State- Rooks, 
Studious their Neds to feather in a Trice, 
With all the Necromantics of their Art, 

Playing the Game of Faces oh each other. 

Making Court Sweet-meats of their latent GalU 

In foolifti Hope, to fteal each other's Truft ; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ;. 

And, fometiraes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone ! 

Their Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame ; 

Shall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 

Stoop to mean Wiles, that would difgrace a Fool ? 

And lofe the Thanks of thofe few Friends they fervc ? 

For who can thank the Man, he cannot fee F ♦ 

Why fo much Cover ? It defeats itfelf. 

Ye, that know all Things I know ye not. Mens Hearts 

Are -wherefore known, becaufe they are conceal 'd ? 

For why conceaPd ? — The Caufe they need not tell. 

I give him Joy, that's aukward at a Lye ; 

Whofe feeble Nature Triuh keeps flill in Awe ; 

His Incapacity is his Renown. 

K To 
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Tis Great, 'tis Manly, to difdain Difguife ; 
It (hews our Spirit, or it proves our Strength. 
Thou fay'ft, 'Tis needful : Is it therefore right f 
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall Sign of Grace, 
To drain at an Excufe : And wouldft thou then 
Efcape that cruel Need? Thou may'ft, with Eafc ; 
Think no Poft needful that demands a Knave. 
When late our Civil Helm was Ihifting Hands, 
So P— thought : Think better, if you can. 

But This, how rare ! the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : — Yet, .allow that Dirt its Doe, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ftill : 
The World's no Neuter ; it will wound, or favc ; 
Our Virtue quench, or Indignation fire. 
?"(?/< fay ; the World, well-known, will make a Jlf^rxr : 
The World, well known, will give our Hearts to Heaven, 
Or make us Dtemons, long before we Die. 

To fliew how fair the World, thy Miftrefs, (hines. 
Take fither Part, fure Ilk attend the Choice ; 
Sure, tho' not equal. Detriment unfiles. 
Not Firtue^s Self is Deify'd &n Earth ; 
Virtue ha« her Relapfes, Confli^ls, Foes ; 
Foes, that ne'^ fail to make her feel their Hate. . 
FirXue has her peculiar Set of Pains. 
True; Friends to Virtue., lafi, znA leafy complain; 
But if They Sigh, can' Others hope to Smile ^ 
If Wifdom has her Miferies to mourn. 
How can poor folly lead a happy Life ? 
And if Both foifer, what has Earth to boaft. 
Where he mofi Happy, who the leaf Laments ? 
Where mufhy tBuck Patience, the moft envy'd State* 
And^/9r Forgivenefs, needs, the beft of Friends ? 
F'i)r Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher* 
Of neiih€!f ihall he find the Shadow here. 

The 
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The World's fworn Advocate, without a Fee, 

LoRSNzo fmartly, with a dmiky replies ; 

*< Thus far thy Song is right ; and All mall own^ 

'* Virtue has her peculiar Set of Fains. ^^ 

«* And Joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 

** If Vice it is, with Nature to comply : 

** If Pride^ and Senfey arc fo predomi na];it, 

'< To check, not overcome^ them, makes a Saint, 

** Can Nature in a plainer Vdice proclaim 

*« Plea/ttrej and Glory, the Chief Good of Man ?" 

Can Pride, •and Sen/ualitj, rejoice ? 
From Purity of Tho&ght, all Pleafure fprings ; 
And, from an humble Spirit, all our Peace, 
Amhition, Pleafure ! let us talk of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, the Porch, and A-cademy, talk'd ; 
Of Thefe, each following Age had much to fay ; . 
Yet unejrhaufted, ftill, the needful Theme. 
Who talks of Thefe, to Mankind all at once 
He talks \ for where the Saint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy Refuge ? — No ; Thefe rulh upon thee % 
Thy Vitals feize, and, FulturAike, devour : 
ril try, if I can pluck thee from thy Rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren Ball of Earth; 
If Reafon can unchain thee; thou art free. 

And, firfl, thy Caucafus, Ambition calls ; 
Mountain of Torments 1 Eminence of Woes ! 
Of courted Woes ! and courted thro' Miftake ! 
'Tis not Ambition charms thee ; 'tis a Cheat 

Will make thee ftart, as H at his Moor. 

Doll grafp at Greatnefs ? Firil, know what it is ; 
Think'ft thou thy Greatnefs in Diftinaion lies ? 
Not in the Feather, wave it e'er fo high. 
By Fortune (luck, to mark us from the Throng, 
Is Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodg'd in the Reverfe ; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, All, 

K 2 The 
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The Monarch, and his Slave ; — «* A Deathlefs Soul, 

<« Unbounded Profpeft, and Immortal Kin, 

** A Father God, and Brothers in the Skierj" 

Elder, indeed, in Time; but leTs remote 

In Excellence, perhaps, than thought by Man ; 

Why greater What can Fall, than What can Rife ? 

If flill delirious, now, Lorenzo ? go ; 
And with thy full blown Brothers of the IVorld, 
7'hrow Scorn around thee ; call it on thy ^laves ; 
Thy Slaves, and Equals : How Scorn Cafl oa Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! Jf Man is mean, as Mao^ 
Art thou a.God ? If Fortum makes him fo. 
Beware the Confequence : A Maxim That, 
Which draws a monilrous Pidlure of Mankind, 
Where, in the Drapery, the Miw is loft; 
Externals Autt'ring, and the Soul forgot. 
Thy grea.eft Glory, when difpos'd to boaft^ 
Boaft That aloud, in which thy Scr-vants (hare. 

We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to buy : 
Judge we, in their Caparifons, of Men / 
It nought avails tliee, IVbire, but Wbaif thou art; 
All the DilUndions of this little Life 
Are quite Cutaneous, foreign to the Man. [creep, 

When, thro' Death's Streights, Earib^^ fnbtle Serpents 
Which wriggle into Wealth, ox climb Renown, 
As crooked Satan the Forbidden Tree, 
They leave their paity-colour'd Robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen Crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of Fortune's Fucus rtrip them, yet alive; 
Strip them of Body, too ; nay, dofer flill, 
Away with all, but Moral, in their Minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their Name, 
Pjonouncethem Weak, or Worthy; Great, or Mean; 
How mean that SnufF of Glory F^tum lights. 

And 
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And Deaih puts out ! Doft Thou demand a Teft» 
A Ted, at once, infallible^ and ihort, 
Of real Greatnefs ? That Man Greatly lives, 
Whate'er his Fate, or Fame^ who Greatly dies .; 
High-fiulh'd with Hope, where Heroes ihall defpair* 
If TJbu a true Criterion, Many Courts, 
Illuflrious, might afford but few Grandees. 

Th' Almighty, from his Throne, on Earth furveys. 
Nought Greater, than an Honefl, Humble Heart ;. 
An Humble Heart, Hit Refidence ! pronounc'd ' 
Hij fecond Seat ; and Rival to the Skies. 
The private Path, the fecret AGts of Mtn, 
If noble, far the noblcfl of our Lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's Glory iltsr 
Th' illulbrious Mailer of a Name unknown ; 
Whofe Worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs'd, lores 
Lift*s fitcred Shades, where God% converfe with Men t 
And Peaett beyond the World's Conception, fmiles ! 
As Thou ! (now dark), before we part, (halt fee. 

But thy Great Soul t)mfiulkiKg Glory fcorns, 
Lorenzo's fick, bat when Loren2o'« feen ; 
And, when he fhrngs at public Bos^neis, lyes,. 
Deny'd the public Eye, the public Voice, 
As if he liv*d on others Breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the World his Pededali 
Mankind the Gazers, the fole Figure, He. 
Ktiows he, that Mankind praife againit their WiU^, 
And mix as much Detraclion as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her Whifper has,. 
As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not heaLving Jll ? 
Knows this All Knower,. that from Itch of Praife,. 
Or, from an Itch more fordid, when he (hines. 
Taking his Country by Five-hundred Ears, 
Senates at once admire him, and defpife, 

1L3,' With 
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With modeft Laughter lining lobd Applauie, 
Which makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame I 
His Fam^, which (like the mighty CiESAR), crown'd 
With Laurels, in full Senate, gr^tly falls, 
Byjiemng Friends, that honour, and dedroy. 
We rife in Glory, as ,we fink in Pride : 
Where Boafling ends, there Dignity begins : 
And yet, miflaken beyond all Millake, 
The blind Lorenzo's proud — of being Proud; 
And dreams himfelf Afcending in his Fall. 

An Eminence, tho' fanfy'd, turns the Brain ; 
All Vice wants HeUeiore ; but of all Vice, 
Pride loudeft calls, andibr the largeft Bowl ; 
Becaufe, all other Vice unlike, it liies. 
In Fa^^ the Point, in Famy mofl purfu'd. 
Who court Applabfe, oblige the World in tbU i 
They gratify Man's Paffion to refufe. 
Superior Honour, when aJfunCd^ is loft ; 
Ev'n Good Men turn Bandiui^ and rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud. 

Tho' fomewhat difconcerted, fteady ftill 

To the World'^ Caufe, with half a Face of Joy, 

Lorenzo cries — " Be, then, Jmiifionc^St; 

** Ambition's Dearer far ftands unimpeach'd, 

*♦ Gay Plea/ure / Proud Ambition is her Slave ; 

** For Her, he foars at Greats and hazards /// ; 

•* For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 

** And paves his Way, with Crowns, to reach Her Smil^ • 

" Whacan refift her Charms ?"'-Or,^(?«/i/' Lorenzo! 

What Mortal fhall refift, where Angels yield ? 

PIea/ure*s the Miftrefs of Ethereal Powers j 

For her contend the rival Gods above ; 

P/ea/ure's the Miftrefs of the World below ; 

And well it is for Man, that Plea/ure charms ; 

How would Ml ftagnate, but for Pleafure's Ray ! 

How 
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How would the frozen Stream of Adtion ceafe ! 
What is the Palfe of this fo bufy World ? 
The Love of Plea/ure : That, thro* ev'ry Vein, . 
Throws Motion, Warmth ; and (hats out Death from 

Tho' various ate the Tempers of Mankind* [Life^ 
Pteafure*^ gay Family holds All in Chains : 
Some moil afFedt the Blade ; and fome, the Fair ; 
Some honeft Plea/ure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures oh/cene are various, as the Throng 
Of Paflions, that can err in human Hearts ; 
Miftake their Objedls, or traofgrefs their Bounds. 
Think you there's but one Whoredom? Whoredom, Ail, 
But when our Rea/on licenfes Delight. 
Doft doubt, LoRBNzo ? Thou flialt doubt no more. 
Thy Father chidea thy Gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common Harlot, in the Dark ; 
A rank Adulterer with others GoUi 
And that Hag, Fengeancet in a Corner, charms. 
Hatred her Brothel has, as well as Love^ 
Where horrid Epicures debauch in Blood'. 
Whate'er the Motive, Plea/ure is the Mark : 
For Her, the black Ailkffin draws his Sword ; 
For Her, dark Statefmen trim their Midnight Lamp» 
To which no/ingle Sacrifice may fall ; 
For Her, (he Saint abftains ; the Mifer ftarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for Pleafure, Pleafure fcorn'd ; 
For Her, Affli3M% Daughters Grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a Luxury in Tears j 
For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, Danger, we defy j- 
And, with an Aim *uoluptuou5j ru(h on Death. 
Thus univerfal her delpotic Power. 

And as her Empire wide, her Praife is juft. 
Patron of Pleafure 1 Doater on Delight 1 
I am thy Rival ; Pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure the Purpolp of my gloomy Songl 

K 4, Plea/ur* 
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Fltafwtt is nought but Virtue's gayer Name; 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her Worth too low ; 
Virtue the Root, and Pleafurc is the Flower ; 
And honed Epicurus' Foes were Fools. 

But this founds harfli, and gives the Wife Offence \ 
' If o'erftrain'd Wifdom ftill retains the Name. 
How knits '4tifteriiy her^^ondy Brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the Fre^e 
Of Plea/itrey to Mankind, unfrais^dy too dear ! 
Ye modern ^na ! hear my fofc Reply ; 
Their Senfes Men nvill tmft : We can't impofe ; 
Or^ if we could, is Impofition right ? 
Own Hatuy Sweet ; but, owning, add this Stin^; 
** When mixt with i^odioQ, it is deadly loo." 
Truth never was tiuicbtcd to a Lye. 
Is nought but Firtue to be praisM, as Good ? 
Why then is Health preferr'd before Difeafe } 
What.Natnns loves is Good, witiipttt ^ur Leave. 
And where no future Drawback cries, *^ Beware i**' 
PUafurej tho' JCK>t from Virtue, Jt^uU^ttY^U 
^Tis Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our Thanks for Bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The L$^e of Fleafure is Man's £Ideil*born^ 
Born in his Cradle, living to bis Tomb ; 
Wifdttmt \ax younger Sifter, tho' fSiQir^*grtn>e^ 
Was meant to mnifter^ and not to mar. 
Imperial Pleafure^ Queen of human Hearts. 
Lorenzo ! Thou her Majefly's renown'd, 
Tho* uncoift, Counfel, learned in the World I 
Who think'ft thyfelf a Murray, with Difdain 
May*il look on me. Yet, my Dbmosthbnbs ! 
,Canft thou plead Pleajure*s Caufe as well as I ? 
Know'll thou her Nature^ Purpofe^ Parentage f 
Attend my Song, and thou ihah know them all ; 
And know fhyfelf i and know thyfelf to be 

(Strange 
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(Strange Truth !} the moft abftemious Man alive, . 

Tell not Calfsta ; (he will laugh thee dead ;. 

Or fend thee to her Hermitage with L 

Abfurd Prefumption ! Thou, who never knew'ft: 

A ferious Thought ! (halt thou dare dream of Joy,?. 

No Man e'er found a bappy Life by Chance ;. 

Or yawn'd it in:o Being». with a Wiih ; 

Or. with the Snout of grov^Wng Jppciite^ 

E'er fmelt it out, and gi ubb'd it from the Dift-. 

hnJrt it is, and muft be learnt; and learnt 

With unremitting Effort, or be loft ; 

And' leaves us perfed Blockheads,, in oor Blifs. 
The Clouds may drop dow& Titles and Eftates ; 
Wealth may feek Us ; but Wijdom muil be Sought t 
Sought before All ; but (how unlike AH elfe 
We feek on Earth ! ) 'tis never fough t i n vai n . 

Firft, Pka/ure!B Birth, Rife, Strength,* and Grandeur^. 
Brought forth by Wf/Homt nurft by Di/ciplime^ [fee :: 

By Patience taught, by Perfcoeranee croivn'd, , 

^he rears her Head majelHc \ round her Throne,. 
Ereded in the Bofom of the Juil, 
Each Virtue,, lifted*, forms her manly Guard; 
For what are Virtues f (Formiaable Name 1) 
What, but the Fountain,, or Defence, of Joy ? 
Why, then) commanded ? Need Manldnd Commands*. 
At once to merit, and to tnakty their Blifs ?— 
Great Leriflator 1 Scarce fo Great, as Kind! 
If Men are rational, and love Delight, 
Thy gracious Law but Hatters humaa Choice ^ 
In the Tranfgreffion lies the Penalty ; 
And. they the moft indulge, who moft ol^ey. 

Of PUafure^ next, the final Caufe explore ; 
Its mighty Putfefi^ its import-ant EnM. 
Not to turn Human Brutal, but to build 
Ijivine on Human , PUafure canje &o»i -liea^irtav. 
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In Aid to ^taffm was the Goddcfs font ; 

To call up all its Strength by foch a Charm. 

'Pliofure, firft, fuccours Virtue ; in Return, 

Firiui gives FUafure an eternal Reign. 

What, but the Plcafure of Food, Friendlhip, Faith^ 

Supports Life NatWal^ Civih and Di^vine f 

'Tis from the Pleafure of Repaft, we live ; 

'Tis from the Pleafure "of Applaufe, we pleafc ; 

'Tis from the Pleafure of Belief, we pray 

(All Fray'r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the Prize) :. 

It fcrvcs ourfelves, our Species, and our God ; 

And to ferve more, is pad the Sphere of Man. • 

Glide, then, for ever, Pleafore's facred Stream I 

Through Eden^ as Euphrates ran. It runs. 

And fpftcrs cv*ry Growth of Happy Life ; 

Makes a new Eden where it flows ; — butTucb 

As mufi be loft, Lorenzo I by thy Fall. 

M H^hat mean I by thy F^//"'— Though ihortly fee. 

While Pleafure's future is at large difplay'd ; 

Already fung her Origin ^ and Ends. 

Thofe glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree, 

When Pleafure violates, 'tis then a Vice, 

And Vengeance too ; it haftens into Pain. 

From due Refrefliment, Life, Health, Reafon, Joy ; 

ftom wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Diftradion, Death; 

Heav'n's Juftice this proclaims, and that her Love. | 

What greater Evil can I wilh my Foe, 

Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Caik 

Unbroach'd by jufi Authorityf ungaug'd 

By Temperance^ by Reafm unrefin'd ? 

A thouiand Daemons lurk within the Lee^ 

Heav*n> Others, and Ourfelves ! Uninjur'd Thefe^ 

Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more Divine i 

Angels are Angels from. Indulgence there \ 

'Tis unrepenting Pleafure makes a God* 

Poft 
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Doil think thyfelf a God from other Joys ? 
A Vidim rather ! Ihortly Aire to bleed. 
The Wrong mujf mourn : Can Hcav*n's Appointments 
Can Man oatwit Omnipotence ? flrike out [faill 

A Self- wrought Happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who made Us, and the World we would enjoy > 
Who forms an InArument, ordains from whence 
Its Diflbnance, or Harmony, fhall rife. 
Heav'n bid the Soul this mortal Frame infpire ; 
Bid Virtue's Ray divine infpire the Soul 
With iinprecarious Flows of vital Joy ; 
And, without Breathing,. Man as well might hope 
Fox Life, as, without Piety, for Peace. 

" Is nrfu^t then, and Pie/y the fame ?"— 
No ; Piety is more ; 'tis Virtue's Source ; 
Mother of ev'ry Worth, as That of Joy.- 
Men of the World. ^\% Doftrine ill digcft ; 
They fmile at Piety ; yet boaft aloud 
GooJ-ivill to Men ; nor know they flrive to parf 
What Nature ]wi% ; and thus confute Themfelves; 
With Piety begins all Good on Earth ; 
'Tis the Fiitd-bom of Rationality. 
Confiience, her firfl Law broken, wounded lies ^« 
. Enfeebled, Lifelefs, Impotent to Good ;•. 
A feign'd AfFedion bounds her uf moil Power. 
Some we can't love, but for th' Almighty's Sake f; 
A Foe to God was ne'er true Friend, to Man :- 
Some iinifter Intent taints all he does; 
And, in bis Kindeil Adions, he's Unkind^ 

On Piety, Humanity is built ; 
^nd, on Humanity, much Happinefs;- 
And yet ftiU more on Piety itfelf;. . 
A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Heaven ^'^ 
Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of Life ; 
The Whirls of Paffions, and the Strokes- of Heart. . • 

K d AJ>eitj^ 
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A Deity bcHcv'd, is Joy begun ; 

A Deity ador'd, is Joy advanc'd ; 

A Deity foelov'd, is Joy matur'd. 

Each Branch of Piefy Delight infpires ; 

Faith builds a Bridge from this World to the Next, 

O'er Death's dark Giilph, and all its Horror hides ; 

Fraf/e, the fweet Exhalation of our Joy, 

That Joy exalts, and makes it fweeterftill ; 

Prayer ardent o'pens Heav'n, lets down a Stream 

Of Glory on the confecrated Hour 

OF Man, in Audience with the Deity. 

Who \yorlhips the Great God^ that Inftant joins 

The Firft in Heav'n, and fets hie Foot on Hell. 

Lor E Nzo ! when waft Thou at Church before ^ 
Thou think'ft the Seririce Lon^ : Bat is it Juft ? 
Tho' Juft, Unwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 
UnhallowM Ground ; the Mufe, to win thine Ear* 
Muft take an Air lefs Solemn. She complies. 
Good Con/eience f at the Sound the World retires ; 
Vcrfe dii'aiFecIs it, and Lorenzo fmiles; 
Yet has Ihe her StragUo full of Charms ; ^ 

And fuch as Age fhall Heighten, nqt Impair. 
Art thou dejected ^ Is thy Mind o'ercaft ? 
Amid her Fair Ones, thou the Faireft chafe, / 

To chafe thy Gloom. -r** Go, fix fome weighty Truth i 
** Chain down fome Paffion ; do fome generous Good ; 
** Teach Igudraace, to fee, or Grief to fmile ; 
** CorreA thy Friend ; befriend thy greatcft Fee ; 
** Or, with warm Heart, and Confidence divine, 
*' S^Ting up, and lay ftrong Hold on Him who made 
Thy Gloom is fcatter'^d, fprightly Spirits flow ; [Thcc."- 
Tho' withered is thy Vine, and Harp nndrung. 

Doft call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Darxc, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters I 
PhyfiiciaQa ! more than Half of thy Difeofe. 

Laughieff 


Ltm^fr^ tfao' never ce&Aif*d yet as Ski, 

(Pardon a Thoogbt that only j^mrt fevere) 

Is ha]£-iauxioral : Is it much indulg'd ? 

By venting Spleen, or diiipating Thought* 

It ihews a Scwmer^ or it ms^s a F$^ ; 

And fins^ as imrting Others, or Ourfelves. 

'Tis PriiUj or Emftinefiy afpBee the Straw, 

^hat tickles Lktle Minds tx> Mirdi ^ttfe ; 

Of Grief a{^roaching, die porlentotts Sign ! 

The Houfe of Laughter makes a Honfe of Woe» 

A Man triumpkavt is a Monftroas Sight ; 

A Man deje&ti is a Sight as Mean. 

What Caufe for Triumph^ whete fnch Ills aboand f 

What Ux DfjeSiamt where prefides a Powei^ 

Who callM us into Being to be Bleft I 

So grieve, as confcioos. Grief may rife to Joy ; 

So joy, as confcious Joy, to Grief may faH. 

Mod true, a wife Man never will be fad ; 

But neither will fonorbus, bubbling Mirdiy 

A (hallow Stream of Happinefs betray : 

Too happy to be Sportive, He's Serene. 

Yet wonldft thon laugh (hot at thy own Expence},^ 
This Counfel ftrange (hoold I prefame to give — 
<* Reiiw, and read <hy jS/^^, tobe Gay.*^ 
7>&^/ Truths abound of fov*reign Aid to Peacej. 
Ah ! ^o not prize them kfs, becaufe Infpir'd^ 
As Thou, and Thitie, are apt and prond to. do* 
If nrA infpir'd,, that pregnant Page had ftood,^ 
^//»^s Treafure! and the Wonder of the Wife } 
Thou think'ft,: perhaps. Thy ^w/ alone at Stake;. 
Alas !•— Should Men miftake thee for a jTW;-*— 
What Man of Tnfte fw Genios, Wrfdom, Truth,, 
Tho* tender of thy Fame, could interpofe? 
Believe me, Senfe, i^^n?, a^s a double Part,. 
And the true Crhic ia a CMftit^ too*. 

5 But 
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Bat The/if thou think'fty are gloomy Paths to Joy. — 
True Joy in Sunfhine ne'er was found at iirft ; 
They, firft, Thcmfelvcs^ offend, who greatly pleafe j. 
And Travel only gives us found Repofe. 
Hezy'n /ells all Pleafure ; Effort is the Price ; 
The Joys of Conqueft, are the Joys of Man.f 
And Glory the vidocious Laurel fpreads 
O'er Plea/ure^s pure, perpetual, placid Stream. 

There is a Time, when Toil muft be preferrM^ 
Or Joy,, by mif-tim'd Fondnefs, is undone. 
A Man of Plea/ure is a Man of Pains, 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft 
Fal/e Joys, indeed, are born from Want of Thought ; 
From Thought's full Bent, and £nergy, the True ; 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, and glaring Joy» 
Much Joy not only fpeaks fmall Happinefs,. 
But Happinefs that ihortly muft expire. 
Can Joy, unbottom'd in Reflection, ft^nd? 
And, in a Temped, can Reflection live ? 
Can Joy, like Thine^ fecure itfelf an Hour ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, meet Accident unfhock'd ^ 
Or ope the Door to honeil Poverty I 
Or talk with threat'ning Death, and not turn pale ^ 
In fttch a World, and fuch a Nature, Tife/i, 
Are needful Fundamentals of Delight : 
Thefe Fundamentals give Delight indeed; 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable; 
Delight, unfliaken, mafculine, divine;. 
A conltant, and a found, but /eriaus Jpy% 

Is Joy the Daughter of Severity ? 
It is : — Yet far my Doctrine from Severe. 
«• Rejoice for ever i** It becomes a Man ^ 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 
«« Rejoice for ever^" Nafure cries, " Rejoice ;" 

And 
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And drinks to Man, in her nediareoas Cup^ 

Mixt up of Delicates for evWy Senfe ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous Feaft, 

Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praife j 

And he that will not pledge her, is a Churl. 

/// firmly to fupport. Good fully tafte, 

Is the whole Science of Felicity ; 

Yet /paring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Bcft 

Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repad j 

«* Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind in Arms* 

*• A military Difcipline of Thought, 

** To foil Temptation in the doubtful Field ; 

** And cVer-waking Ardor for tbt Right. ^* 

*Tis Thefi, firft, give, then guard, a chearful Hearl, 

Nought that is- Right, think Little ; well aware. 

What Reafon bids, God bids ; by His Command 

How aggrandiz'd, the Smalleft Thing we do J 

Thus, Nothing is Jnfipid to the Wife,; 

To Thee, Infipid All, but what is Mad; 

Toys feafon'd high, and tailing ftrong of Guilt* 

*« Mad/ (thou repfy'ft, with Indignation fir'd) 
*• Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps^ 
** I follow Nature.*'-— Follow Nature ftili. 
But look it be thine ouun : Is Confcience, then. 
No Part of "Nature ? Is flie not Supreme ? 
Thou Regicide !*0 raife her from the Dead ! . 
Then, follow Nature ; and refemble God. 

When, fpite of Confcience^ Pleafure is purfu'd^ 
Man^s Nature is unnaturally pleas'd ; 
And what's Unnatural, is Painful too 
At Intervals, and muft difguft ev'n Thee .! 
The Fa£i thou know'ft^ but not, perhaps, X^tCaufe^ 
Virtue's Foundations with the World's were laid : 
Heav'n mixt her with our Make, and twifted clofe 
Her facrcd Inj'refts with the Strings of Life. 

Wlio 
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Who breaks her aweful Mandate, ihocks Himfelf, 
His Better Self: And is it greater Pain, 
Our Soul fliocfld mormur, or our Dufi repine ?- 
'And One, in their eternal War, ««/? bleed. 

If One mufi fuffer, which fhouldleail be ^ar'd?: 
The Pains of Mind furpafs the Pains of Senfe : 
Aik, then, the Gout, what Torment is in Guilt.. 
The Joys of Sm/i to MtntaJ Joys are mean :. 
Senfe on the Prefent only feeds ,* the Soul 
On Paft, and Future, forages for Joy. 
nris Hersy by Retrofpe^, thro' Time to range ; 
And forward Tinu*s great Sequel to< furvey. 
Conld human Courts take Vengeanee on the Mind^. 
AxM might roft, and Raetcs, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy Mind, ;ind leave the reft to Fateu. 

Loie€Nzo ! wilt thou never be a Man I 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives,. 
Lur'd, by the Beating of his.Pu}re, to lift 
With ev'iy Luft; that wars againft his Peace ; 
And fetshim quite at Vanance with Himfelf. 
ThyfelC firft, Knowi then Lore :. A Self there i% 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her Charms. 
A. Self there is,, as fond of ev*ry Vice, 
While ev'ry Virtue wounds it to the Heart ; 
Humility degrades it, *fuftice robs,, 
Bleft Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays,. 
And godlike Magnanimity deftroys. 
This Self, when Eival to the Former, fcorn; 
When not in Competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it : — But when Virtue bids,. 
Tofs it, Qfto the Fowls, or to the. Flames. 
And why ? »Tjs Love of f.leafure bids thee bleed ;, 
Comply, or own Self-Love extinSly or blind. 

For what is Vice ? Self-Love in a Miftake :. 
A poor blind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 

Aad. 
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And Firtme^ what ? Tis Sclf-Lovc in her Wits, 
Quite ikilfal in the Market of Delight. 
Self-Love's good Senfe is Love of that dread Power, 
FVom whom HerYelf, and all (he can enjoy. 
Other Self Love is bat difguis'd Self-Hat^; 
More mortal than the Malice of our Foes ; 
A Self-Hate, nonv^ fcarce felt ; ihtn felt foil-fore. 
When Being, curft ; £xttn£tion, lond-iniplor'd ; 
And ev'ry Thing preferred to what, we art. 

Yet this Self-Love Lorenzo makes his Choice ; 
And, in this Chmce triumphant, boafts of Joy. 
How is his Want of Happineid betray'd. 
By Difaffedion to the prefent Hour ! 
Imagination wanders far a-field : 
The Future pleafes : Why? the PiefeBt*pait»s.— 
" But that?s a iltffrf/."— Yes, whiek aH Men knows 
And kpow from Thee, difcov^'d unawaret. 
Thy €eafelef8 Agitation, seftlefs RoM 
From Cheai to Cheat, impatient of a Paufev; 
What is it ?--'Ti8 tlie Cradle of die Soiil, 
From JuflinS feat, to rock lKrinDife«ie« 
Which herPbyfictan, Rmfon^ wiil not cute* 
A poor Expedient ! yet xfay Beft 4 aad wiiSe 
It mit^ates thy Pain, k omms it too. 
. Such ^xc Lor e nso*s wretched Remedtos I 
The Weak have Remedies ; the Wife have Joy l« 
Superior Wifdom is fuperior Blifs. 
And whatfure Mark diilingiiifiies the Wife? 
Confident Wifdom everwills the Same ; 
Thy fickle Wilh is ever on the Wing. 
Sick of Herfelf, is Fellf^ Charadcr j 
As Wtfdwi\ is, a modeil Self-Applaufe. 
A Change of Evils is thy Good fupreme ; 
Nor, but in Motion, canil thou find thy Reft. 
Man*s g^ateft Strength is ihewB in Aafldiogftill* 
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The firft fare Sjxnptom of a Mind in Health, 
Is Reft of Heart, and Pleafure felt at Home. 
Falfe Pleafure from Abroad her Joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and Self-fuHain'd^ the l^rue. 
The True is fixt, and folid as a Rock ; 
SIipp*ry the Falfe^ and tofiing, as the Wave. - 
TbiSf a wild Wanderer on Earth, like Cain ^ 
That, like the fabled, Self-enamour'd Boy, ^ 

Home-Contemplation her fupreme Delight ; 
She dreads an Interruption from without, 
Smit with her own Condition ; and the more 
intenfe (he gazes, fliU it charms the more. 

No Man is happy, till he thinks, on Earth 
There breathes not a more happy than Himfelf ; 
Then Envy dies, and I^ove overflows on All f 
And Love overflowing makes an Angel Here. 
Such Angels All, intitled to repofe 
On Him who governs Fate : Tho' Tempeft frowns» 
Tho- Nature (hakes, how Soft to lean on Heaven ! 
To lean on Himf on whom Archangels lean ! 
With inward Eyes, and £lent as the Grave, 
They (land colie^ing ev'ry Beam of Thought, 
Till their Hearts-kindle with Divine Delight ; 
For all their Thoughts, like Angels, feen of old 
In Israel's Dream, come from, and go to, Heaven t 
Hence, are they Audious of fequellred Scenes $ 
While Noife, and Diflipation, comfort Thee. 

Were all Men happy, Revellings would ceafe» 
That Opiate for Inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never Man was truly Bled, 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a Caf(, 
As Folly might miftake for Want of Joy. 
A Caft, unlike the Triumph of the Proud ; 
A modeft Afped, and a Smile at Heart. 
O iot a Joy from thy Philander's Spring ! . 

A Spring 
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A Spring perenniaU nfing in the Breaft, 
And Permanent, as Pure ! no turbid Stream 
Of rapt'rous Exultation, fwelling high ; 
Which, like Land-Hoods, impetuous pour awhile. 
Then fink at once, and leave us in the Mire. 
Wl^at does the Man, who tranfient Joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 

Vain are ail fudden Sallies of Delight ; 
Convuliions of a weak diftemper'd Joy. 
Joy's a fix'd State ; a Tenure, not a Start. 
Blifs there is none, but unprecarious Blifs : 
That is the Gem : Scil All, and purchafe That. 
Why go a begging to Contingencies, 
Not gained with Eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gained \ 
At Good Fortuitous, draw back, and paufe ; 
Sufpefl it ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy ; 
And nought but what thou giv'ft thyfelf, is Sure, 
Rea/on perpetuates Joy that Reafon gives. 
And makes it as Immortal as herfelf : 
To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth. 

Worth, confcious Worth ! ihould ah/olutely reign } 
And other' Joys afk Leave for their Approach ; 
Nor, unexamin'd, ever Leave obtain. » 

Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys 
Wage War, and periih in inteHine Broils ; 
Not the leaft Promife of internal Peace ! 
No Bofom-Comfort ! or unborrowed Blifs ! 
Thy Thoughts are Vagabonds : All Outward-bound,. 
Mid Sands, and Rocks, and Storms, to cruife for Pleafure; 
If gain'd, dear-bought ; and better mifs*d than gain'd. 
Much Pain mufl expiate, what much Pain procured. 
Fancy, and Sen/e, from an infe£led Shore, 
Thy Cargo bring ; afid Peftilence the Prize. 
Then, Such thy Thirft (infatiablc Third ! 
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By fond Indulgence bat inflam'd the more !) 
Fancy ilill cruiies, when pqor Sen/e is tir*d. 

Imagination is the Paphian Shop, 
Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, Lame, 
Bids foul Ideoiy in their dark Recefs/ 
And hot as Hell (which kindled the black Fires), 
With wanton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form, 
Which murder all rhy Time, Health, Wealth, and Fame. 
Wouldft thotx receive them, Other Thoughts there are. 
On Angel- Wing, defcending from Above, 
Which Thefc, with Art divine, would counterwork. 
And form Celeftial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is feen Imagination's Guilt ; 
But who can count her FdHes ? She betrays thee. 
To think in Grandeur there is fomething Great. 
For Works of curious Art, and antient Fame* 
Thy Geaiius hungers, elegantly pain'd ^ 
And foreign Climes muft cater for thy Tafie. 
Hence, What Difafter !— The* the Price was plid. 
That perfecuting Pricft, the Tnrk of Rome, 
^hok Foot {ye Gods !), tho' cloven, muft be kifs*d. 
Detained .thy Dinner on the LMian Shore i 
(^uch is the Fate of )ioneft.Protefhmt8 !) 
And poor Magmfictrta is ftarv'd to Death. 
Hence juftRefentment, Indignation, Ire !-— 
JBepacify'd ; if ouf<ward Things are Great, 
*Tis Magnanimity Great Things to fcorn ; 
pompous Bxpences, and Parades a uguft, 
^nd Courts ; tliat infalubnous Soil to Peace. 
True Happinefs ne'er cnter'd at an Eye j 
True Happinefs refides in T-hings unfeen. 
No Smiles of Fortune ever bleft the Bad, 
Nor can her Frbwns rob Itmorence of Joys; 
That Jewel wanting. Triple Crowns are poor : 
:^ tell his Holitie/s, and be Reveng'd. 


V I R T u E 's Apclcgyy &c 2 1 3 

PJea/uTiy we both agree, is Man's chief Good ; 
Our only Conteft^ What dcfervcs the Name. 
Give Plea/ure*% Name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Th* authentic Seal of Reafon (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it pafTes), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ; when paft, a Pleafure flill • 
Dearer on Trial, Lovelier for its Age, 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Oof Future, while it forms our Prefent, Joy. 
Some Joys the Future overcaft ; and fome 
Throw ail their Beams that Way, and gild the Tomb. 
Soove Joys endear Eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful Charms. 
Are rival Joys contending for thy Choice ? - 
Confult thy nvhoU Eviftencey and be fafe ; 
That Cracle will put all Doubt to Flight. 
S'lort is the I^/!bn, cho' ^y Le6\are long, 

He Good and let Heav'n anfwer for the reft. 

.Yet, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind* I grant. 
In this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 
The Go9d Man has his Clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that oh/aire his fubl unary Day, 
But never conjuer : Ev'n the Beji muft own. 
Patience y and Repgnattotty arc the Pillars 
Of human Peace on Earth. The Pillars, Thefe ; 
But thofe of Seth not more remote from Thee, . 
1 ill this Heroic Leflbn thou haft learnt ; 
To frOwn at Plenfurty and to fmile in Pain. 
Fir*d at the Profpedl of unclouded Blifs, 
Heav'n in Reverfion, like the Sun, as yet 
Beneath th' Horizon, chears us in this World ; 
Jt (heds, on Souls fufceptible of Light, 
The glorious Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

** This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair Harangue : 

'< But c^n Harar goes blow back llro&g Nature's Stream ; 

o Or 
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" Or ftcm the Tide Heav'n puflies thro' our Veinsy 
** Which fweeps away Man's impotent Refdves, 
** And lays his Labour level with the ff'orid?'* 

Themrelves.Men make their Comment on Mankind ; 
And think nought //, but what they find at Home : 
Thus, Weaknefs to Chim<era turns the Trath, 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefcrib'd. 
• Above, Lorenzo faw the. Man of £arth. 
The Mortal Man ; and wretched was the Sight. 
To baUnce thag to comfort, and exalt. 
Now fee the Man Imm§rtal : Him, I mean. 
Who lives as Such : whofe Heart, full-bent on Heaven, 
Xjeans all that Way, his Bias to the Stars. 
The World's d^k Shades, in Contrail fet, (hall raife 

His Luftre more ; tho' bright, without a Foil : 
Obferve his aweful Portrait, and admire ; 
Nor flop at Wonder ; Imitate, and live. 
Some Angel guide my Pencil, while I draw. 

What nothing lefs than Angel can exceed, 

A Man on Earth devoted to the Skies ; 

Like Ships, in Seas, while /'«, above the World. 
With Afped mild, and elevated Eye, 

Behold him feated on a Mount ferene, 

Above the Fogs of Sen/et and PaJ/ions Storm ; 

All the black Cares, and Tumults, of This Life, 

Like harmlefs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, 

Excite his Pity, not impair his Peace. 

EartFs genuine Sons, the Sceptred, and the Slave, 

A mingled Mob ! a wand'ring Herd ! he fees, 

Bewildered in the Vale ; in All unlike ! 

His full Reverfe in All ! What higher Praife ? 

What ftronger Demonftration of the Right f 

' The Prefent all Their Care ; the Future, His. 

When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 
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They give to Fame ; His Bounty He conceals. 
Their Virtues varniih Nature ; His exalt. . 
Mankind's Efteem They court ; and He^ his Own. 
Theirs^ the wild Chace oifal/e Felicities ; 
Hisy the composed Poffeffion of the true. 
Alike throughout is His confiftent Peace, 
All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; 
While party-colour'd Shreds of Happinefs, 
With hideous Gaps between, patch up for Them 
A Madman's Robe ; each ?uff of Fertufie blows 
The Tatters by, and (hews their Nakednefs. 

He fees with other Eyes than Theirs : Where The)^ 
Behold a Sun^ He fpies a Deity ; 
What makes Them only Smile, makes Him Adore. 
Where They -fee Mountains, He but jftoms fees ; 
An Empire, in His Balance, weighs a Grain. 
-They Things Terreftrial worfhip, as Divine ; 
His Hopes Immmortal blow them by, as Duil, 
7'hat dims his Sight, and fhortens his Survey, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all Bound. 
Titles and Honours (if they prove his Fate) 
He lays aiide to find his Dignity ; 
No Dignity Thg^ find in aught befides. 
They triumph in Externals (which conceal 
Man's real Glory), proud of ftn Eclipfe. 
Himfelf too much He prizes to be Proud, 
And nothing thinks fo great in Man, sls Man. 
Too dear He holds his Int'reft, to negle£t 
Another's Welfare, or his Right invade ; 
Their Int'reft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 
They kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 
Wrong He fuftains with Temper, looks on Heaven^ 
Nor ftoops to think his Injurer his Foe ; 
Nought, but what wounds his Virtue, wounds his Peacf . 
A cover'd Heart Their Charader defends ; 
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A covered Heart deities ISm half his Praife. 

With Nakednefs His Innocence agrees ; 

While Tkir broad Foliage teftiiies their Fall. 

Their No- Joys end, where ijRs fail Feaft begins ; 

His Joys creaief Tbiirs murdery fnture Blifs. 

To triumph in Exiftence^ His alone ; 

And His alone, triumphantly to think 

His true Exifteace is not yet begun. 

His glorious Courfe was, Yefterday, co^pplete ; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet Life (Ull is Sweet. 

But nothing charms Lorbnso, like the firm. 
Undaunted Breaft — And whofe is that high Praife } 
They yield to Pleafure, tho* they Danger brave. 
And (hew no Fortitude, but in the Field ; 
If there they ihew it, 'tis for Glory ihewn ; 
Nor will that Cordial always Man Their Hearts. 
A Cordial His fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By Pleafure nnfubdoM, unbroke by Pain, 
He (hares in that Omnipotence he trufts. 
Ail-bearing, All«attempting, till he 'falls $ 
And when he falls, writes V I CI on his Shield. 
From Magnanimity, all Fear above ; 
From nobler Recompence, above Applas^e ; 
Which owes to Man's ^r/ Oat-look all its Charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries,—** Where (hines this Miracle ? 
*• From what Root rifes this Immortal Man /*" 
A Root that grows not in Lorenzo's Ground ; 
The Root diiTed, nor wonder at the Fh^^er* 

He follows Nature (not like * Thee; ; and (hews as 
An unin verted Sydem of a Man. 
His Appetite wears Rea/on's golden Chain, 
And finds, in dueReibaint, its Luxury. 
His PaJJion^ like an Eagle welI-reclaimM» ' 

• See Page Ao;. LiM S3, 
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Is taaght to fly at nought, but Infinite. 

Patient his Hope^ an-anxious is his Carey 

His Caution fcarlefs, and his Grief (if Grief 

The Gods ordain) a Stranger to Defpair. 

And why ?-^Bccaufc Affcftion, more than meet. 

His Wifdom leaves not difengag'd from Heaven. . 

Thofe fecondary Goods that fmile on Earth, 

He, loving in Proportion, loves in Peace, 

They moft the World enjoy, who leafl admire. 

His Vnderftanding 'fcapes the common Cloud 

Of Fumes, ariling from a boiling Breaft. 

His Head is clear, becauie his Heart is coo!,^ 

By worldly Competitions uninftam'd. 

The mod'rate Movements of his Soul admit 

DiftinA Ideas, and matured Debate, 

An Eye impartial, and an even Scale ; 

Whence Judgment found, and unrepentuig Choice^ 

Thus, in a double Senfe, the GWare wife ; 

On its own Dunghill, wifer than the World. 

What, then, the World ? It muft be doubly weak ; 
Strange Truth ! as foon would they believe their Creed, 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwife r^/i be ; 
So far from aught Romantic, what I iing. 
Blifs has no Being, Virtue has no Strength, 
But from the ProfpeA of Immortal Life. 
Who thinks Earth all, or (what weighs }uil the fame} 
Who care no farther, muft prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its Fancies ; proud of its Parades. 
Who thinks Earth nothing, cat^t its Charms admire ; 
He can't a Foe, tho' moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that Hate would prove his greater Foe» 
'Tis hard for Them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good-will to Men ?) to love their deareft Friend \ 
For may not he invade their Good Supreme, 
Where the leaft Jealoufy turns Love to Gall I 
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AH ihines to TIfem, that for a Seafon Oiines. 

Each Ad, each Thought, £r<rquefUons, " What its Weiglrt, 

<< Its Colour what, a Thoufand Ages hence r* 

And what it there appears, he deems it gow» 

Hence, pure are the ReceiTes of his Soul. 

The God-iike Man has nothing to conceal* 

His Virtue, conflitutionally deep. 

Has Habitus Firmnefs, and JffedMs Flame ; 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the Fire ; 

And Deatbt which Others flays, makes him a God* 

And now, Lorjenzo ! Bigot of this World ! 
Wont to difdain poor Bigots caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by thy Scorn^ and be reduced to Nought : 
For what art Thou f^-^^Thou Boaftcr ! While thj Glare, 
Thy gaudy Grandear, and mere worldly Worth, 
Like a broad Mid, at Diflance, flrikes us moil ; 
And, like a MiH, is Nothing when at Hand; 
His Merit, like a Mountain, on Approach, 
Swells more, and rifes nearer to the Skies, 
By Prpmife, now^ and, by PoiTeffioii, foon^ 
(Too Jhotty too muchf it cannot be) his Qwa. 

From this thy jufl Jnnihilation rife, 
Lorenzo! rife to Somethings by Reply. 
The World, thy Client, lillens, andexpedls; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praiie. 
Capft jtbop be fileat ? No ; for Wit is Thine ; 
And Wit talks mofty when leafl flie has to fay, 
And Rea/on interrupts pot her Career. 

She'll iayi That Mi/s. above the Mountains ri/ei 

And, with a thoufand Pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a Dnft, 
And fly Convi^ion, in the Duft ih.c rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to Man's, dainty Tafte.! 
Tis precious, as the Vehicle of Senfe, 
But, as its Subflhute, .a dii« Difeafe. 
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Pernicious Talent ! FlattcrM by the World, 

By the blind World, which thinks the Talent rare. 

Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds; 

Pajpon can give it ; fometimes Wine infpires 

The lucky Plafh ; and Madnefs rarely fails* 

Whatever Caufe the Spirit ftrongly ftirs. 

Confers, the 3ays, and rivals thy Renown* 

For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the worHj 

Chance often.hits it; and, to pique thee more, 

See Dttlnefit blundering on Vivacities, 

Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity, 

Which has exposM, and let her down to Thee. 

But Wi/domy aweful Wifdom ! which infpefts, 

Difcerns, compares, weighs, Separates, infers. 

Seizes the Right, and holds it to the lafl ; 

How rare ! In Senates, Synods, fought in vain ; 

Or if there found, *tis facred to the Few ; 

While a lewd Proftitute to Multitudes, 

Frequent, as Fatal, Wit: In Civil Life,^ 

M^t makes an Eotei^rifer ; Senfe^ a Man. 

Wit hates Atithority ; Commotion loves. 

And thinks Jierfelf the Lightning of the Storm. 

In States f 'tis dangerous ; in Religion^ Death : 

Shall Wit turn Chriilian, when the Dull believe f* 

Senfe is our Helmet, Wit is but the Plume ; 

The Plume expofes, 'tis our Helmet faves. 

Senje is the Di'mond, weighty, folid, found ; 

When cut by Wit, it cafts a brighter Beam ; 

Yet, Wit apart, it b a Di'mond ftill. \ 

Wit, wi<iow*d of G^od Seaje, is worfe than Nought ; 

It hoiils more Sail to run «gain(l a Rock. 

Thus, a Haif-^HESTEKFiuLTrh quite a Fool; 

Whom i/«// Fools -fcorn, and blefs their Want of Wit. 

How a-uinons the Rock I warn thee ihun. 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy Fate ! 
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A yoj, in which our Rea/hn bears no Part» 

Is but a Sorrow ticklings ere it ftiags. 

Let not the Cooings of the ff^orU allure thee ; 

Which of her Lovers ever found her True ? 

Haffy ! of this bad World who little know ! — 

And yety we much mufl know her, to be Safe. 

To know the M^orld^ not lo-ve her, is thy Point ; 
She gives but Lktlei nor that Little, long. 

There is, I grant* a Triumph of the Palfe ; 

A Dance of Spirits^ a mere Froth of Joy, 

Our tboughtlefs Jgitaiion^s idle Child, 

That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires^ 

Leaving the Soul more vapid than before. 

An animal Ovation ! fuch as holds 

No Commerce with our Reafmy but fubfiAs 

On Juices, thro' the wcll-ton'd Tubes, well-ftrai&'d ; 

A nice Machine I fcarce ever tunM aright ; 

•And when it jars— thy Sinns iing no more ; 

Thy Dance is done ; the Demi-god is thrown 

{Short Apotheoiis !) beneath the Man^ 
111 coward Gloom immers'd, or fell Defpaar* 
Art thou yet Dull enough Defpair to dread. 
And £Lartle at Deftrudion ? If thou art, 
Accept;a Buckler, take it to the Fielc] ; 
(A Field of Battle is this mortal Life !) 
When Danger threa.tens, lay it on thy Heart ^ 
A fingle Sentence Proof againft the IVorU. 
*« Soul, Bodyy Fortune ! Ev'ry Good pertains 
<« To One of thefe ; but prize not All alike; 
'< The Goods of Fortune to thy Body's Health, 
'< Body to Soul, and Soul fuhmit to God." 
Wouldit thou build lafling Happinefs f--Bo This ; 
Th' inverted Pyramid can never Hand. 

Is this Truth doubtful ? It outihines the Sun ; 
Nay, the Sun ihines not, but to ihew us This, 
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The fingle Lefibn of Mankind on Earth. 

And yet— Yet, What i No News ! Mankind is mad ; 

Sach mighty Numbers lift againft the Right, 

(And what can't Nombers, when bewitch*d, atchieve !) 

They talk themfelves to Something like Belief, 

That all Earth*a Joys are Theirs r As Athens* Fool 

Grinn*d from the Port, on ev'ry Sail his Own. 

They grin; but wherefore ? And how long the Laugh? 
Half Ignorance, their Mirth; and Half, a Lye; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themselves, they fmile. 
Hard either Taflt ! The moft Abandoned own. 
That Others^ if Abandoned, are undone : 
Then, for Themfelves, the Moment Rtafin wakesr 
(And Providence denies it long Repoie) 
O how laborious is their Gaiety ! 
They fcarce can fwallow their eb^Iient Spleen^ 
Scarce mufter Patience to fupport the Farce^ 
And pump fad Laughter, till the Curtain falk. 
Sicarcet did* 1 fay I Some cannot fit it Out ; 
Oft their own daring Hands the CuPtain drftwi 1 
And (hew us rwhat their Joy, by their Defpair. 

The clotted Hair I gor'd Breaft ! blafphcming Eye! 
Its impious Fury ftill alive in Death !--^ 
Shut, (hut the ihocking Scene. — But Heav'n denies 
A Cover to fuch Guilt ; and fo iliould Man. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! fee the reeking Blade,- 
ThMnvenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball; 
The ftrangling Cord, and fuiFocating Stream ;. 
The loath feme Rottennefs, and foul Decays 
From raging Riot (flower Suicides !) ; 
And Pride in thcfe, more execrable ftill !— 
How horrid All to Thought ! — But Horrors, thefc. 
That vouch the Truth ; and aid my feeble Song. 

From Vice<t Sen/et Famy^ no Man can be bleft ; 
Biifs is too great, to lodge within an Hour : . 
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When an Immortal Being aims at Blifs^^ 

Duration is efTential to the Name. 

O for a Joy from Rfo/onf Joy from That, 

Which makes Man Man ; and, exercis'd aright. 

Will make him more : A Bounteous Joy ! that gives. 

And promifes ; that weaves, with Art divine. 

The richeft Profpeft into prefent Peace : 

A Joy Ambitious i Joy in common held 

With Thrones ethereal, and their Greater far : 

A Joy high-privileg'd from Chance, Time, Death ? 

A Joy, which Death (hall double \ Judgment crpwn \ 

Crowned higher, and ftill higher, at each Stage, 

Thro' bleft Eternity's'long Day ; yet llill, 

Not more remote from Sorrow^ than from IKmf 

Whofe laviih Hand, whofe Love flapendous, poan 

So much of Deity on guilty Duft. 

Tberet O my Lucia ! may I meet thee There, 

Where not Thy Prefence can improve my BHfi t 

Afiedls not This the Sages of the World f 
Can nought affea them, but ^\i9X fools them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an Hoar, 
Makesy^r/Viv/ ?1^6i^i&/ Man's Wifdom, Joy, andPraiie. 
Nor need you blufii (though fometiraes your Defigns 
May fhun the Light) at yonr Defigns on Heaven : 
$ole Point ! where o^uer-hajhful is your Blame. 
Are you not IVife? — You know you are r Yet hear 
One Truth, amid your num'rous Schemes, miflaid. 
Or overlooked, or thrown ailde, if Seen ; 
** Our Schemes to plan by This World, or the Next^ 
" Is the fole DifFcrenee between Wife, and Fool.** 
All worthy Men will weigh you in this Scale ; 
Wiat Wonder, then, if The^ pronounce you irght^ 
h their EAeem alone not worth your Care f 
Accept my iimple Scheme of Common Senfe: 
Thus, ^\t your Fame, and make row Worlds your Own. 
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The World replies not ;— but the World perjtfis ; 
And puts the Cau/e off to the longeft Day 9^ 
Planning Evaiions for the Day of Doom^ 
So far, at that Re hearings from Redrcfsy 
They then turn Witnejfsi againft Themfelves. 
Hear That, Lorenzo ! Nor be wife To-morrowr^ 
Hafte, Hade! A Man, by Nature, is in Hafte ; 
For who Ihall anfwer for another Hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make One fure Friend ; 
And That thou canft not do, this Side the Skies. 

Ye Sons of Earth ! (nor ^willing to be more 1) 
Since Ver/e you think from Priellcraft fomewhat free. 
Thus, in an Age fo gay, the Mafe plain Truths 
(Truths, which, at Church, you mighthsLve heard in Profe) 
Has ventured into Light ; well-pleas'd the Verfe 
Should be forgot, if you the Truths retain ; 
And crown her with your Welfare, not your Praife. 
But Prai/e fhe need not fear : I fee my Fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the Gulph^. 
Since many an ample Volume, mighty Tomey 
Mttft die ; and die Unwept ; O Thou minute. 
Devoted Page ! go forth among thy Foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of Miirtyrdom for Truth, 
And die a double Death : Mankind, incens'd. 
Denies thee long to live : Nor fhalt thou Xf^iii 
When thou art dead ; in Stjigian Shades arraigned 
By Lucifer, as Traitor to his Throne f 
And bold Blafphemer of his Friend, — ^Thb Worli>> 
The World, whofe Legions coft him ilender Pay, 
And Volunteers y around his Banndr fwarm \ 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her Zeal for Gaul. 

" Are all, then, Fools?" Lorbnzo cries.— Yes, AllV^ 
But fuch as hold this Dodlrinc (new to Thee) ; 
«* The Mother of true Wifdom is the Will-;' 
The nobleft Intellect a Fool without it. 
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World'-Wifdom much has done, and more may do. 

In Arts and Sciences, in Wars, and Peace ; 

But kn ^d Science, like thy Wealth, will leave thee. 

And make thee twice a Beggar at thy Death. 

This is the moft Indulgence can afford ; — 

" Thy Wtfdom All can do, but— make thee m/e.'* 

Nor think this Cenfure is fevere on Thee ; 

^atoMf thy Mailer^ I dare call a Dunce. 



NIGHT 


NIGHT the NINTH and LAST. 

THE 

CONSOLATI ON. 

Containingy among other Things, 

r. A Moral Survey of the No5lurnal Heavens. 
H. A iN%*/. Address to the DEITY. 

Humbly Infcribed to His GftACB 

The Duke of NEWCASTLE. 

One of His Majcfty's Principal Secretatie» of State. 
F^itis Contraria Fata reptndeni . V i r o . 

As when a Traveller,- a long Diaj^ paff 
In painful Search of wlxat he cannot find*,. 
At Night's Approach, content with the next Cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his Labour lo{{ ; 
Then chears his Heart with what his Fate affords,. 
And chants his Sonnet to deceive the Time, 
Till the due Seafon calls him to Repofe : 
Thus I, long-travell'd in the Ways of Men,. 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy^azc. 
Where Dlfappointmtnt fmiles at Hofe^% Career ; 
Warn'd by the Languor of Life's Evening Ray^^ 
At length have housed me in an humble Shed ; 
Where, futiwc Wand'Hng banilh'd froa^lny Thought, 
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And waiting, patient, the fweet Hour of Reft ;; 

1 chafe the Moments with a^ ferious Song. 

Song footbs our. Painsi; and Age has Pains to. (both*. . 

When Age, C^re, Crime, and Friends embraced at 
Heart,. 
Torn from my bleeding Breaft, and Death's dark Shade^ 
Which hovers a*er me, quench, th* ethereal Fire ;, 
Canflthou^ O Night! indulge Dne Labour morel- 
One Labonr more indulge ! Then fleep, my Strain ! 
Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden Lyre, 
Where Night, Death,. Age, Care,. Crime, and Sorrow^ 
To bear a Partin everlafting Lays-; £cea(e;. 

Tho'far, far higher fet, in Aim, I triift;. 
Symphonious to this humble Prelude ben. 

Has not the Mufe alTerted Pletf/ures purty 
Like thofe Above ; exploding other Joys ? 
Weigh what wai urg'd* Lojlemzo ! Fairly weig^;^ 
Ani^tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph ftiU.l 
1 think, thou- wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold; 
But if, beneath, the Favour of Miftake, 
Thy Smila's iincere \ not more fincere can be- 
LaRENZ0*s Smile, thaii my Companion for him* 
The Sick in Body call for Aid ; the Sick 
tsi Mind are covetous of more Difeafe ;. 
And when: at nvorfty they dream themfelves quite nnelL^ 
To Jinow ourfelves.difeas'd, is Half our Cure. 
When Nafun^s Bluih by Cujfiom is wip'd off,. 
And Conicience, deaden'd by repeated Strokes,. 
Has into Manners naturalized our Crimes.; 
The Gurfe of Curfes is, our Curfe to love ;. 
To triumph in the Blacknefs of ~ our Guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepeft Jet) ; 
' And throw aiide our Sen/es with our Pieace, ' 

Bijt,.gi^nt no Guilt, no Shame, no leaft Alloy ;; 
4Jrant Joy and GJory, q^uitc unfully'd, flione ; 
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Yet, ftill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's Heart. 
No Joyy no Glory 9 glitters in thy Sight, 
Bat, thro' the thin Partition of an Hourr 
I fee its Sables wove by Deftitiy ; 
And that in Sorrow bary'd ; tbn^ iir Shame r 
While howling Furies ring the dolefurKnell ; 
And Con/ciencet now ib foft thoa fcarce canll hear 
Her Whifper, echoes her eternal PeaL 

Where, the prime AAors of the lafi Tear^s Scene ^ 
Their Port fo proud, their Bafkin, and their Plume t 
How m&nyfiif^ who kept the World awaJii 
With Luftre, and with Noife ! Has Di^uh' proclaim'd^ 
A Truce, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 
'Tis brandifhM ftill $ nor ihall the fre/ent Tear 
Be more tenacious, of' her human Leaf, 
Or fpread of^ foeUe Life a thinner FalL 

But needlefs M^numefits to wake the Thought |« 
Life's gayefi Scenes fpeak Manias Mortality; . 
Tho' in a ftyle more florid, full as plain> 
As MaufoUumSr Pyrumidsy and Tomh. 
What are our nobleft Ornaments, but Deaths- 
Turn'd Flatterers- of Life; in Paint, or Marble, ^ 
The welUftain'd Canvas^ or the featured Stone?- 
Our Fatheiv grace, or rather hauntj the Scene* 
Joy peoples her Pivilion from/the Dead. 

" Profeft Diverfiom ! cannotThefe efcape ?*'— 
Far from it : Thefe prefent us with a Shroud ; 
And talk d( Deathi like Garlands o'er a Grave. 
As«fome bold Plunderers^ for burj*d Wealth, 
We ranfack Tombs for Pajtime.\ from the Duft 
Gall up the ileeptng Hero; bid' him tread 
The Scene for our Amufement : How like Gods* 
We fit ; and, wrapt in Immortality, 
Shed generous Tears on Wretches bom to die ; . 
^btip^ Fate deploring, to forget our Own L 
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What, all the Pomps and Tdumphs of our Lives« 
But Legacies in BlQiTom ? Our lean Soil, 
Luxuriant growi), and rank in Vanities, 
From Friends interr'd beneath ; a rich Mannre^ 
Like other Worms, we banquet on the Dead ; 
Like other Worms, (hall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent Frailties, or approaching Fate ? 

Lorenzo ! fuch the Glories of the World ! 
What is the World itfelf ? Th^ World ?— A Gr^ve. 
Where is the Duft that has not been alive ? 
*T1ie Spade, the. PIpagfa, dillurb our Anceflors ; 
From human Mould we r^ap oiir daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth's hollow Surface ihakes* 
And is the Cieling of her fleeping Sons. 
O'er Devaflation w^ blind Revels keq> ; 
Whole bury'd Towns fupport the Dancer's Heel'. 
The Molft of human Frame the Sun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter, thro* the mighty Void, the Drj ; 
Earth repoflefles Part of what fhe gave« 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire ; 
Each Element partakes Qur fcatter'd Spoils ; 
As Natnre, wide, our Ruins fpread ; Mau'^ Deaik 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man. 

Nor Man alone ; his breathing Bull expires. 
His Tomb is mortal ; Empires die i Where, now. 
The Rom^ f Greek T They ftall^ an empty Name I 
Yet few regard them io this, ufeful Light ; 
Tho' half oar Learning is their Epitaph. 
When down thy Vale^ onlock'd by Midnight Thoi^ht» 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefs Realms, 
O Death ! I ftretch my View ; what Vifions ri£e ! 
What Triumphs ! Toils imperial ! Arts divine ! 
In withered I-Aurels glide before my Sight I 
What Lengths of far-fam'd Ages, biUow'd high 
With human Agitation, roll alon^ 
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In unAibiUotial Images of Air ! 

The melancholy Ghofts of dead Reno^vn^ 

Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the World'a Applaufe r 

With penitential Afpedl, as they pafs» 

All point at Earth » and hifs at haman Pride, 

The Wifdom of the Wife^ and Praacings of the Gnui. 

But, O LouBNzo ! far the reft above. 
Of ghailly Nature, and enormoas Size, 
One Form aflaults m^ ^ight, and chills my Blood, 
And (hakes my Yx^mt:^ Of One departed World 
] fee the flighty Shadow : oozy Wreath 
And difmal Sea>weed crown her ; o'er her Ura 
Reclin'd, ihe weeps her dfifobwd Realms, 
And bloated Sons \ and» weeping* prophefies 
Another* % Diflfolution, foQn, in FUmcs* 
Bat, like Cassandra, prophefies in vain ; 
In vain, to Many ; not, i truft, to Thee. 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thoa kth to koovi^ 
The great Decree,' the Coi^nfel of ttie Skies ? 
Deluge tndConfiagratiMf dreadful Powers ! 
Frime Minifters of Vengeance ! Chain'd in Cave* 
Diilinct, apart the Giant Faries roar ; 
Apart ; or, fuch their horrid Rag& ibr Rain,, 
la mutual Conflid would they liii^, ajod wage 
JEternal War, till One was quite devour'd. 
But not for This^ ordain'd their boundlefs Rage t 
When Heay'n's inferior Infiruments of Wrath^^ 
ff^ar. Famine, Peftiknce,, are found too weak 
To fcourge a World for her enormous Crimes,. 
7he/e are let loofe, alternate :. Dowo^ diey rufli, 
Sw^ift and Tempeduoos, from th' eternal Throne^ 
With irrefiHib]^ Commifnon arm'd» 
The World, \% v^n correded, tadeilroy* 
And eaie Creatioa of the ibpoking Si;eA^ 

Seeft 
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Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! * what depends oh Man I 
The Fate of Nature ; ta/or Man, lier Birti^. 
Eartb*% A€ton change Earth's trapfitoiy Scenes^ 
And make Creation groan with human Guilt. 
How muft it groan, in a new Deluge whelm'd». 
But not of Waters I At the deiUn'd Hour, 
By the loud Trumpet fummon'd to the Charge, 
See, all the formidable Sons of Fire, 
Eruptions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 
Their various Engines ; All at once difgorge 
Their blazing Magazines ; and take, by Storm, 
This poor terreftrial Citadel of Man. 

Amazing Period ! when each Mountain-Heighe 
Out-burns Vefwvtus ; Rocks eternal pour 
Their melted Mafs, as Rivers once they pour'd > 
Stars ru(h ; and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her Ploughlhare o*er Creation ! — ^While alofty 
More than Adonifliment ! if more cam be I 
Far other firmamint than e'er was feen. 
Than e'er was thought by Man ! Far other Btars f 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of Fire ; 
Far other ^un ! — A Sun, O how unlike 
The Babe at Bithle-m / How unlike the Man 
That groan'd on Calwny ! — ^Yet Hi it is ; 
That Man of Sorrows ! O how chang'd ! What Pompt 
In Grandeur terrible. All Heav'n defcends ! 
And Gods, ambitious, triumph in fjEis Train. 
A fwift Archangel, with hb golden Wing, 
As Blots and Clouds, that darken and diigrace 
The Scene divine, fweeps Stars and Suns afide; 
And now, all Drofs removed, Heav'n's own purel>ay» 
Full on the Confines of our i£ther, flames. 
While, (dreadful Contraft !) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing Seas, ' 
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And Storms ftiliphareous ; her voracious Jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her Prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this Scene ; the LaH 
In Nature's Courfc ; the Firft in Wifdom's Thought. 
. Thk Qxikesy if aught can flrike thee; Tibis awakes^ 
The moft Supine; ?'A// fnatches Man from Death* 
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo, then, and follow me^ 
Where Truth, the moH momentous Man can hear. 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wings her Flight. 
I find my Infpiration in my Theme ; 
. The Grandeur of my "Subjeft is my Mu(e. 

At Midnight^ when Mankind is wrapt in Peare^ 
And worldly Fkucy fbeds on golden Dreams ; 
To give more Dread to Man's moft dreadful Hour^ 
At Midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this Pomp will burft 
From tenfold Darknefs ; fudden^, as the Spark 
From fmitten Steel ; from nitrous Grain, the Blaze. 
Man, ftarting from hxs Couch, ffaall*fleep no* more \' 
The Day is broke, which never more fliaH clofe! 
Above, around, beneath^ Amazement All ! 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our GOD in Grandeur, and our World on Fire t 
All Nature ftruggling in (he Pangs of Death ! 
Doft thou- not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore^ 

Her Urong Convulfions, and her final Groan ? 

Where are <we now? Ah me ! The Ground is gone^ 

On which we flood, Lpuenzo ! While thou may 'ft. 

Provide moie firm Support, or fink for Ever ! 

Where? How ^ Fi-om whence? VaiivHdpe! It is too 

Where, where, for Shelter, (hall the Guilty fly, [late ! 

When Cbnfternation turns the Gbod Man pale ?• 
Great Day ! for which all other Days were made;- 

Eor which Enrt& rofe from Chaos, Man from Earti ;; 

And an Eternity, the Date of Gods, 

Befceuded on poor Eacthr created; Man I. 

Greai 
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•Great Day of Dread, Dccifion, and Defpair ! 
At Thought of Thee each fublunary Wi(h 
Lets go its eager Grafp, and drops the World ; 
And catches at each Reed of Hope in Heaven. 
At Thought of Thee I—And art thou ab/ent then ? 
Lorenzo ! No ; 'tis Here; — it is begun j — 
Already is begun the Grand Aifize, 
In Thee, in All : Deputed Confcience fcales 
The dread Tribunal, and foredalls our Doom ;: 
Forellalls; and, by forefia]ling, proves it ^»r^. 
Why on Himfelf ihould Man <vW Judgment pafs ?* 
Is idle Nature laughing at her Sons ? 
Who Confcience fcnt, her Sentence will fupport. 
And GOD Above alfert That God in Man. 

Thrice happy They ! that enter «ew the Court. 
Heav'n opens in their Bofoms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! .That Magnanimity, how rare ! 
What Hero, like the Man who Hands Himfelf;; 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full Charge it brings^, 
Refolv'd to filence future Murmurs There ? 
The Coward flies ; and, flying, is undone; 
(Art thou a Coward? No) : The Coward flies ;: 
Thinks, but thinks illghtly ; aiks, but fears to know\\ 
Aflts, " IP'hat is Truth P'^ with Pilate j and retires;. 
Diflblves the Court, and mingles with the Throng; 
Afylumfad! from Reafon, Hope, and Heav'n 1 

Shall All, but Man, look out with ardent Eye,. 
For that great Day, which was ordain'd^r Man ? 
O Day of Confummation ! Mark fupreme 
(If Men are wife) of human Thought I nor leaft^ 
Of in the Sight of Angels,, or their KING! 
Jngeb, whofe radiant Circles, Height o'er Height,, 
Order o*er Order rifing. Blaze o'er Blaze, 
As in a Theatre, furround Tiiis Scene, 

Intent 
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Inteat on Nfan, and anxious for his Fate. 

Jngels look out for Thee; for The 2, their LORDf 

To vindicate His Glory ; and for Thee, 

Creation univerfal calls aloud. 

To dif-involve the moral World, and give 

To Nature^s Renovation brighter Charms. 

y- Shall Man alone, whofe Fate^ wYkok final Fate, 

Hangs on that Hour, exclude it from his Thought ? 

I thick of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 

All Nature^ like an Earthquake, trembling round ! 

All Z)^///>/,' like Summer's Swarms, on Wing! 

All baiking in the full Meridian Blaze ! 

I fee the Judge inthron'd ! The flaming Guard ! 

The Volume opened ! Open*d ev'ry Heart ! 

A Sun-beam pointing out each fecret Thoi^ht ! * 

No Patron ! Interc€iiror none ! Now paft 

The fweet, the clement. Mediatorial Hour ! 

For Guilt np Plea ! To Pain, no Paufe ! no Bound ! . 

Inexorable, All ! and All, Extreme ! 
Nor Man alone ; the Foe of God and Man, 

From his dark Den, blafpheming, drags his Chain^ 

And rears his brazen Front, with Thunder fcarr'd ; . 

Receives his Sentence, and begins his HeU. 

All Vengeance faft^ now, feems abundant Grace : 
Like Meteors in a ftormy Sky, how roll 
His balefnrEyes ! He curfes whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the iirft Moment of his Fall. "- 

^Thjre/ent to my Thought ! — And yet where is it ? 
jingeh can't tell me ; Angels cannot ^«^ 
The Period ; from created Beings lock'd 
In Darknefs. But the Proce/s, and the Place^ 
Are lefs obfcure ; for Thefe may Man inquire. 
Say, Thou great Clofe of human Hopes and Fears ! 
Great Key of Hearts ! Great Fini(her of Fates I 
Great End ! and Great Beginning \ Say, Where art Thou ? 

Art 
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Art thou in Timey or in Eternity? 

Kor in Eternity^ nor Time^ I find Thee.^ 

Thefe, as Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet^ 

(Monarchs of All elaps'd) or unarriv'd!) 

As in Debate> how beft their Pow'rs ally'd. 

May fwcU the Grandeur, or difcharge the Wrath, 

Of HIM, whom both their Monarchies obey. 

Time, this vaft Fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) iww burfling o*er his Head ; • 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguifh'd ; from beneath 
The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calls his Sons 
From their long Slumber; from Earth's heaving Womb, 
To fecond Birth ; contemporary Throng ! 
Rous'datOne Call, upftarting from One Bed, 
Preil in One Croud, appaird with One Amaze^ 
HoJturns them o'er, Efemity ! to thee. 
Then (as a King depos'd difdarns to live); 
He falls on his own Scythe ; nor falls alone% 
His greateft Foe falls with him ; Tinu^ and He 
Who tnurderM all 7/Ws Offspring, Deaths expire. 

TIME was! ETERNITY now reigns alone I 
Aweful Eternity! offended Queen! 
And her Refentment to Mankind, how juft! 
With kind Intent, foliciling Accefs, 
How often has fhe knock'd at human Hearts I 
Rich to repay their Hofpitality, 
How often call'd ! and with the Voice of G o d ! 
Yet bore Repulfe, excluded as a Cheat ! 
A Dream ! while foulcft Foes found Welcome there I 
A Dream, a Cheat, noiv, all Things, but her Smile. 

For, lo! her twice ten thoufand Gates thrown wide^ 
As thrice from InJus to the frozen Pole, 
WitJiJBanncrs, ftreaming as the Comet's Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Deej> in Storms, 
Sonorous as Immortal Breath can blow, 

Pour 
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Poar forth their Myriads, Potentates, and Powess, 
Of Light, of Darknefs ; in a middle Fields 
Wide f as Crea/ioti/ populous, as wide! 
A neutral Region ! there to mark th' Et-ent 
Of that great Drama, whofe preceding Scene^^ 
Detain'd them cldfe Spedators, thro' a length 
Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Jlefult ; 
Ages, as yet unnamber'd, but by G o o ; 
Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 
The Rights of Virtue, and His own Renown. 

ETERNITY, the various Sentence paft> 
Affigns the fever'd Throng diftindl Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambroiial : What enfues ? 
The Deed predominant ! the Deed of Deeds ! 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heav'n of Heav'a. 
The Qoddef$i with determinM Afpefl, turns 
Hex adamantine Key's enoimous Size 
Thro* Deftby's inextricable Wardi, 
Deep-driving ev'ry Bolt, on both their Fates. 
Then, from the Cryllal Battlements of H^ven, 
Down, down, fhe hurls it thro' th^ dark Profound, 
Ten thoufand thonfand Fathom ; there to ruft. 
And ne'er unlock her Refolution more. 
The Deep refounds, and Hell, thro' all her Glooms, 
Heturns,, in Gioans, the melancholy Roar. 

O how unlike the Chorus of the Skies ! 

O how unlike thofe Shouts of Joy, that (hake 

The whole Ethereal! How the Concave rings i 

Nor ftrange! when Deities their voice exalt j. 

And louder far^ than when Creation roit^ 

To fee Creation*s godlike Aim, and End,. 

So well accomplilh'd.! fo divinely clos*d ! 

To fee the miglity Drama/tfi's laft ASt 

(As meet) i« Glory rifing o'er the reft. 

Nofanfy'dGop, x GOV 3 Meed, defccnds, 

Ti> 
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To folve all Knots ; to ftrike the Moral home ; 
To throw fatt Day on darkeft Scenes of Time ; 
Toclear, commend, exalt, and crown the. Whole. 
Hence, in one I^eal of load, eternal Praife, 
The charm'd Spedators th'nnder their Applaufe ; 
And the vaft Void beyond, Applanfe refbands. 

What then am I f— 

AmidH applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celeilial, is there found on Earth, 
A peeviih, diffonant, rebellious String, 
Whiclyjars in the grand Chorus, and Compiaitu f 
Cenfwi on Tbee^ Lorenzo ! I fufpend, 
And turn it on Myfilf\ how greatly due ! 
All, All is Right ; by Goo ordain'd or done ; 
And who, but God, refum'd the Friends Ht gave \ 
And have I been ComfUumng^ then, fo long F 
ComfUimng of His Fantoun ; P«w, ^nd Dioth T 
Who, without Pmti% Advice, would e'er be Good \ 
Who, without Deaths but would be Good in vain I 
Pain is to-iave from Fmn ; All Paniihmeoli 
To make for Peace ; and Death to fave from DmoAi 
And Second Death, to guard immortal Life ; 
To ronfe the Carelefs, the Prefumptuous awe^ 
And turn the Tide of Souls another Way ; 
By the fame Tendernefs Divine ordained. 
That planted Edm^ and high-bloom*d for Man» 
A fairer Eden^ endlefs, in the Skies, 

Heav'n gives us Friends to blefs the prtfent Scene ;. 

Refumes them, to prepare us for the next. 

All Evils Natural are M^ral Goods ; 

All Difcipline, Indulgence^ on the Whole. 

None are unhappy ; Ml have Caufe to (mile, 

• But fuch as to Themfelves That Caufe deny. 

Our Faults are at the Bottom of our Pains ; 

Error, in JS^ or Judgment ^ is the Source 

Of 
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Of endlefs Sighs : ^^fin^ or we mtftake ; 

And Naturt tax, when falfe Opinion flings. 

Let impious Grief be banifhM, Joy indalg'd ; 

But chiefly '/i^«, when Grief puts in her Claim. 

Joy from the Joyous^ frequently betrays. 

Oft lives in Vanity, ami dies in Woe. 

Joy, amidftlUsi corroborates, exalts; 

♦Tis Joy, and Conqaeft ; Joy, and Virtue too. 

A noble Fortitude in lUs delights 

'Heav'n, Earth, Ourfelves ; 'tis Duty, Glory, Peaces 

jiffliSioh is the Good Man's ihining Scene ; 

Profperitj conceals his brightell Ray ; 

As Night to Stars, Woe Luftre gives to Maa. 

Heroes in Battle, Pilots in the Storm, 

And Virtue in Calamities, admire. 

The Crown of Manhood is a Winter- Joy ; 

Ati Evergreen, that ftands the Northern Blaft, 

And blofibms'in the Rigour of our Fate. 

'Tis a prime Part of Happinefs, to know 
How much Unhappinefs muft prove our Lot ; 

A Part which few poflefs ! I'll pay Life's Tax, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, 

Nor think it Mifery to be a Man ; 

Who thinks it is, (hall never be a God* 

Some Ills we wifli for, when we wifh to live. 

What fpcrke proud PaJJion ?--'*'' * Wifh my Being loft !'• 

Prefumptuous ! Blafphemous ! Abfurd ! and Falfe ! 

The Triumph, of my Soul is, — That I am\ 

And therefore that 1 may be — What? Lorenzo ! 

Look Inward, and look Deep ; and deeper ftill ; 

Uniatbomably deep our Treafure ruils 

in golden Veins, thro' all Eternity \ 

Ages, and Ages, and fucceeding ftill 

New Ages, HAthere this Phantom of an Hour, 

* ReferriDg to the Flrft Kigbt. 

Which 
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Whicji courts, each Night, dull Slumber, for Repair, 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife. 

And fly thro' Infinite, and All unlock ; 

And (if deferv'd) by Heav'n's redundant Loi'e, 

Made half-adorable itfeif, adore ; 

And find, in Adoration, endlefs Joy ! 

Where Thou, not Mailer of a Moment bere^ 

Frail a».the Flow'r, and fleeting as the Gale, 

May' ft boaft a luhole Eternity ^ enrich'd 

With All a kind Omnifotenu can pour. ;. . * 

Since Adam fell, no Mortal, un-infpir'd. 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever fliall. 

How Kind is GOD, how Great (if Good) is Maii, 

No Man too largely from Heav'n's Love can hope. 

If what is hop^d he labours to fecure. 

Ills ? — ^Therc are none : JU-Gracious I none from Tbii^ 
From Man full Many ! Num'rous is the Race 
Of blackeli Ills, and thofe Immortal too. 
Begot by Madnefs on fair Liberty ; ^ 

Heav'n*s Daughter, Hell>debauch'd ! Her^ Han^ alone 
Unlocks Deilru^ion to the Sons of Men, 
Fail barr*d by Thine ; high-wall'd with Adamant, 
Guarded with Terrors reaching to this World, 
And cover'd with the Thunders of Thy Law ; 
Whofe Threats are Mercies^ whofe Injundions, GuideSf 
^flifling, not reflraining, R$afpn\ Choice ; 
Whofe Sanations, unavoidable Re/ults 
From Nature's Coarfe, indulgently reveaPd ; 
If unreveal'd, more Dang'rous, nor lefs Sure. 
Thus, an indulgent Father warns his Sons, 
" Do This ; Fly That"— nor always tells the Caufc ; 
Pleas'd to reward, as Duty to his Will, 
A Conduct needful to their own Repofe. 

Great God of Wonders ! (if. Thy Lo^e furv«y*d. 
Aught elfe the Name of Wonderful retains) 

What 
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What Rocks are Thefiy on which to build ^oiir Trufti 

Thy Ways admit no Blemifh ; none I Ead ^ 

Or This alone — " That none is to he found," 

Not One, to foften Cenfure^z hardy Crime ; 

Not One, to palliate peevilh Grief\ Complaint, 

Who, like a Ihemony murm'ring, from the Duft, 

Dares into Judgment call her Judge. — Supreme ! 

For All I blefs Thee ; Moft, for the Se^uere ; 

* Her Death — my o<wn at hand— the fiery Gulph, 

That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 

It thunders ; — but it thunders to preferve ; 

It flrengthens what it ftrikes ; its wholfome Dread 

Averts the dreaded Pain ; its hideous Groans 

Join Heav'n's fweet Hallelujahs in thy Praife, 

Great Source of Good alone I How Kind in All ! 

In Vengeance Kind ! Paint Death 9 Gehennay SAVE. 

Thus, in thy World material, Mighty Mind! 
Not that alone which folaces^ and Jhines, 
The Rough and Gloomy^ challenges our Praife. 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring ; 
The Thunder, as the Sun ; a flagnate Mafs 
Of Vapours breeds a peflilential Air : 
Nor more propitious the Favonian Breeze 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms ; - 
The dread Volcano minifters to Good. 
Its fmother'd Flames might undermine the World- 
Loud jEtnas fulminate in Love to Man ; 
Comets good Omens are, when duly fcann'd ; 
And, in their Ufc, Eclip/es learn to ihine. 

Man" is relponfible for //// received ; 
Thofe we call nuretched are a chofen Band, 
Compeird to refuge in the Right, for Peace. 
Amid my Llil of Bleflings infinite, 
JStand This the foremoil, " That my heart has bledJ** 

• X.UC lA. 
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•Tis Heav»n*s laft Effort of Good-will to Man ; 
When Pain can't blcfs, Heav'n quits us in Defpair. 
Who fails to grieve, when juft Occafion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be bleft ; 
Inhuman, or Effeminate, his' Heart; 
Rea/oM abfolves the Grief, which Reajbn eiids. 
May Heav'n ne'er truft my Friend with Happinefs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous Pain ; and made it/a/e to /mile / 
Such Smiles are mine, and^r^ may they remain 1 
Nor hazard their Extindion, from Excefs. 
My Change of Heart a Change of Style demands ; 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a Convert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin*d to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fome rifing Ground, 
Some fmall Afcent, has gain'd, he turns him round. 
And meafures with his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields; Woods, Meads, and Rivers, hehaspaft; 
And, fatiate of his Journey, thinks of Home, 
Endear'd by Diftance, nor affeds more Toil ; 
Thus I, tho' fmall, indeed,' is that Afcent 
The Mufe has gain*d, review the Paths (he trod ; 
Various, ext^nfive, beaten but by Few : 
And, confcious of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Paufe ; and with Pleafure meditate an End, 
Tho* ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my Theme. 
Thro* many a Field of Morale and Dtvine, 
The Mufe has ilray'd ; and much of Sorrow feea 
In human Ways ^ and much of Faije and f^ain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad Road, can mifs. 
O'er Friends deceased full heartily (he' wept ; 
Of Lo*ve Di*vine the Wonders fhe difplay'd ; 
Pl-ov'd Man immortally Ihcw'd the Source of Joy ; 
The grand Tribunal rais'd ; a%n'd the Bounds 

Of 
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-Oikuman Grief: In few^ to clofc the Whole, 
The moral Mufe has (hadow'd out a Sketch, 
Though not in Form, nor with aRAPHABL-Stroke, 
Of Mcji our Weaknefs needs heUe*ve9 or </<;, 
In this our Land of Ti^avel, and of Hope, 
For Peace on Earth, or Profpeft of the Skies. 

What then remains ? — Much ! much ! a mighfy Debt 
To be difcharg'd: Thefe Thoughts, O Night! are 
From thee they came, like Lovers fecret Sighs, [Thine ; 
While Others flept. So, Cynthia (Poets feign) 
In Shadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear'd ; of Her enamourM lefs. 
Than I of Thee.— And art Thou ftill unfung. 
Beneath whofe Brow, and by whofe Aid, I fing > 
Immortal Silence !— Where fhall I begin ? 
Where end ? Or how Heal Mufic from the Spheres, 
To footh their Goddefs ? 

O majeftic Night! 
Natureh great Anceftor I Daj^s Elderborn ! 
And fated to furvive thfe traniient Sun ! 
By Mortals, and Immortals, feen with Awe ! 
A ftarry Crown thy Raven Brow adorns. 
An azure Zone thy Waift; Clouds, in Heav'n's LooiA 
Wrought thro' Varieties of Shape and Shade, 
In ample Folds of Drapery divine. 
Thy flowing Mantle form ; and, Heav'n throughoutt 
Voluminonfly pour thy pompous Train. 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs (Nature's moft augufl^ 
In fpiring AfpeA I) claim a grateful Verfe; ' 
And, like a fable Curtain ilarr'd with Gold, 
Prawn o'er my Labours paH, fhall clofe the fcene. 

And what, O Man ! fo ivortby to be fang ? 
What more prepares us for the Songs 6f Heaven } ' * 
Creation of Archangels is the Theme ! 
What, to be fung, fo needful ? What fo well 

M CeleflJat 
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Celeftial Joys prepare us to fuftain ? 

The Soul of Man, H I S Face deficnM to fee, 

Who ^avc thefe Wonders to be feen by Man, 

Has hire a previous Scene of Oh]t6is great. 

On which to dwell ; to ftretch to that Expanfe 

Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height 

Of Adtniratioa, to contradl that Awe, 

And give her whole Capacities that Strength, 

Which bcft may qualify for final Joy. 

The more our Spirits are inlarg'd on Earth, 

The deeper Draught (hall they receive oi Heaven, 

HeavVs KING! whofe Face unveil'd confummates 
Redundant Blifsi which fills that mighty Void, [Blifsi 
'The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts ! 
"THOU, who didll touch the Lip of Jesse's Son, 
Rapt in fwcet Contemplation of thefe Fires, 
And fet his Ha^rp in Concert with the Spheres ! 
While of Thy Works Material the Supreme 
I dare attempt, aflift my daring Song, 
Loofe me from Earth's Inclofure, from the Sun^s 
Contrasted Circle fet my Heart at large ; 
Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 
Thro' Provinces of Thought yet unexplored ; 
"Teach me, by this ftnpendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's golden Steps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controul. 
And fpread a Luftre o'er the Shades of Night. 
Peel I Thy kind AfTent ? And fhall the Sim 
Be feen at Midnight, riiing in my Song ? 

Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: Thou, whofe Heart, 

Whole littk Heart, is moor*d within a Nook 
Of this obfcure Terrcftrial, Anchor weigh. 
Another Ocean calls, a nobler Fort ; 
/ am thy Pilot, / thy profp'rous Gale. 
Gainful thy Voyage thro' yoa azure Main y 

Maia» 


The Consolation* t4| 

Maia, without Tempcft, Pirate, Rock» or Shore ; 
And whence thou may'll import eternal Wealth ; 
And leave to beggared Minds the Pearl and GoU» 
Thy Travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign Realms i 
Thou Stranger to the World! thy Tour begin j 
Thy Tour thro* Nature's univerfal Orb. 
Nature delineates her whole Chart at large. 
On foaring Souls, that fail among the Spheres; 
And Man how purblind, if unknown the Whole! 
Who circles fpacious Eartbj then travels bere^ 
Shall own. He never was from H^me before! 
Come, my * Promxthkus, from thy pointed Rock; 
Of fal/e Ambition if unchain'd, we'll mount; 
We'll, innoantlyj ftcal celeftial Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars ; 
A Theft, that (hall not chain « but fet thee fre^ 

Above our Atmofphere's intefline Wars, 
Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magaaine of Hail ; ' 

Above the Northern Nefts of feather'd Snows, 
The Brew of Thunders, .and the flaming Forge 
That forms the crooked Lightning; 'bove the Cavts 
Where infant Tempefts wait their growing Wings, 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, 
Which foon, perhaps, (hall (hake a Guilty World^^ 
Above mifconftru'd Omens of the Sky, 
Far-traveU'd Comet's calculated Blaze, 
Elance thy Thought, and think oi more than M^» 
Thy Soul, till now, contracted, withered, fhraiiky 
Blighted by Blalh of Earth's unwholfome Air, 
V^'ill bloiTam^^r/; fpread all her Faculties 
To thefe bright Ardors ; ev'ry Pow'r unfald, 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought. ' 
Sto,TS teachf as well as ^i»^* At ^^x/irr^'s Birthf 
^JbuSf their Commiilion ran — «* Be kind to M^ji." 
• Night thsf ightfa, 

M a Wh^t - 
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Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller! 
The Stars will light thee ; tho' the Moom fhould faih 
Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aflray ! 
In Ways immoral ? The Stars call thee back ; 
And, if obey 'd their Counfel, fet thee right. 

This Profpeft vaft, what is it ? — Weigh'd aright, 
*Tis Nature's Syftem of Divinity, 
And ev'ry Student of the Night infpires. 
'Tis eUer Scripture, writ by G CD's own Handj 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Man. 
Lorenzo! with my RmMiis (the rich Gift 
Of Thought nofturnal!) I'll point out to thee ' 
Its various Leflbns ; fome that may furprife 
An Un-adept in Myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expelled in her School, 
Nor thought to grow on Planet, or on Star. 
JBulls, Lions, Scorpions, Monfters here we feign ; 
Ourfelves more monftrous, hot to fee what here' 
Exids indeed I — a Ledture to 'Mankind. 

What read we heref^Th* Exiftence of a GOD? 
Ye^ ; and of ether Beings, Man above ; 
Natives of ^ther! Sons of higher Climes ! 
And, what may move Lor e nzo's Wonder more. 
Eternity is written in th© Skies. 
And whofe Eternity ? — Lorenzo! Thine i 
Mankind^s Eternity. Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows here-, here fprings the fov'reign Cure 
Of almoft ev'ry Vice ; but chiefly Ihine ; 
Wraiht Pride^ j^mhitiont and itnpure Defire^ 

Lorenzo 1 Thou canft wake at Midnight too, 

Tho' not on Morals bent: Jmhition, PUa/iire! 

Thofe Tyrants I for Thee fo • latefy fought. 

Afford their harafs'd jSlaves but flender Reft, 

Thou, to whom Midnight is immoral Noofif 

• Ni|{ht the Eighth. 

And 


Thf Con soLATiow. 245 

And the Sun's noon-tide Blaze, prime Dawn of Day 1 
Not by thy Climate^ but capricious Crhne^ 
Commencing one of our Antipodes! 
In thy no^urnal Rove, one Moment halt^ 
'Twixt Stage and Stage, of Riot, and Cabal '^ 
And lift thine Eye (if bold an Eye to lift; 
If bold to meet the Face of injuf'd Heav'n) 
To yonder Stars : For other Ends they fhine. 
Than to light Revellers from Shame to Shame,. 
And, thus, be made Accomplices in Guilt. 

Why from yon Arch, that Infinite of Space,.- 
Witk Infinite of lucid Orbs replete. 
Which fet the living Firmament on Fire, 
At the firH Glance, in fnch an Overwhelm 
Of Wonderful, on Man's aftonifli'd Sight, 
Ruihes OMirxpoTBNCB ?— To curb our Pride*r 
Our Keafin roufe, and lead it to that Power, 
Whofe Love lets down thefe Silver Chains of Light y 
To draw up Man's Amhithn to Him/el/^ 
And bind our chafte AffeQlom to His Throne. 
Thus the Three Virtues, leaft alive on Earth, 
And welcom'd on Heav'n's Coaft with moft Applaufe^ 
An Humhlit Pure^ and Heavudy-mndeJ Heart, 
Are here infpir'd : — And canft thou gaze too long ? 

Nor ftands thy IVratb depriv'd of its Reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant Choir. 
The Planets of eachSyflem reprefent 
Kind Neighbours ; mutual Amity prevails; 
Sweet Interchange of Rays, rcceiv'd, retum'd^ 
Enlight'ning, and enlighten'd \ AH, at once, 
Attradfng, and attracted I Patriot-like, 
None fins again ft the Welfare of the Whole ;. 
But their reciprocal, unfelfiQi Aid, 
Affords an Emblem of Millemial Love. 
Nothing iotNature, much lefs con/cious Belog^ 

M.> Was 
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Was e'er created folely for Itfelf : 

Thus Man his fov^reign Duty Icams in this 

Maierial Pidlare of Benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilioos Race, 
Thou moft inSammaBIe ! Thou Wafp of Men ! 
Man's angry Heart, in/fe3ed, would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry Spheres ; 
'Tis Nature*^ Strudure, broke by ftnbbom If^ill, 
Breeds all that un-celefHal Difcord tkere>. 
Wilt thou not feel the Bias Nature gave ? 
CanJd thon defcend from Converfe with the Skies, 
And feizc thy Brother's Throat? — For what— a Clodf 
An Inch oi Earth r The Piamfs cry, «« Forbear." 
They chafe our double Darknefs ; Na/ure's Gloom, 
And (kinder ftill !) our /»f^//(f^fffl/ Night. 

And fee, Da/s amiable Sifter fends 
Her Invitation, in the foffeft Rays 
Of mitigated Luftre ; courts thy Sight, 
Which fuffers from her Tyrant-Brother's Blazcu 
Night grants -thee the full Freedom of the Skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted Eye 4 
With Gaifi, and ^oy, fhe bribes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the nobleft Scones, and feeds an Awe, 
Which gives thofe venerable Scenes full Weight, 
And deep Reception, in th* intender'd Heart; 
While Light peeps thro' the Darknefs, like a Spy ; 
And Darknefs fliews its Grandeur by the Light. 
Nor is the Profit greater than the JFoj^ 
}f human Hearts at glorious Objedb glow, 
And Admiration can infpire Delight. 

What fpeak I more, than I, This Moment, feel ? 
With pleafing Stupor firft the Soul is ftruck 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly Wife !) : 
Then into Tranfport ftarting from her Trance, 
With Love,, ii^d Adiltirj^tiw, how &c glows ! 

This 
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Tbts gorgeous Apparatus! This Difplayl 

This Oftientation of creative Power ! 

This Theatre l — what Eye can take it in ? 

By what divine Inchantment was it rais'd». 

For Minds of the firft Magnitude to launch; 

In endlefs Speculation, and adore ? 

t)ne Sun by Day, by Night Ten Tboufatfd ftiine %^ 

And light us deep into the DEITY; 

How boundlefs in Magnificence and Might ! 

O what a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 

Fropi Urns nn-number'd, down the Steep of Heavett^ 

Streams to a P(ant, and centres in my Sight I 

Nor tarries then ; I feel it at my Heart* 

My Heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ^ 

ILays it in Dull, and calls it to the Skies* 

Who fees it unexalted ? or unaw'd? 

Who kt^ it, and can flop at "what is feen I 

Material Offspring of Omnipotence I 

ktianltnate^ All-animating Birth L 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy PraifeL ,^, . 

All Praife ! Praife more than human t nor deny^J«)^ 

Thy Praife Divine /—But tho* Man, drown'd v^t^igp 

With-holds his Homage, not alone I wake ; 7>- 

Bright Legions fvvarm unfeen, and Ang, unheard ^ 

By mortal Ear, the glorious Archite£i>. 

In This His univerfal Temple hung x 

With Luftres, with innumerable Light*, 

That (hed Religion on the Soul ; at once, 

The Temple i and the Preacher! O how loud 

It calls Devotion ! genuine Growth 6f Nigh t 

Devotion! Daughter of Aftronomy ! 
An unde^vout Aflronomer is mad. 
True ; All Things fpeak a GOD; but in the Smalf,, 
Men trace out Him ; in Great, He feizes Man ; . 4^ 

Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and £ils. 

M.4, WitK 
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With new Inquiries, 'mid AiTociates new. 

Tell me, ye Stars ! ye Planets ! tell me, all 

Ye Starr'd, and Planetcd, Inhabitants ! What is it ? 

What are thefe Sons of Wonder ? Say, proud Arch I 

(Within whofe azure Palaces they dwell) 

Built with Divine Ambition ! in Difdain 

Of Limit bailt ! built in the Tafte of Heaven ! 

Vaft Concave ! Ample Dome ! Waft thou defign'd 

A meet Apartment for the DEITY ?— 

Not fo ; That Thought alone thy State impairs. 

Thy Lo/iy (inks, and ihallows thy Frofound^ 

And ftreightens thy Diffufive ; dwarfs ,the Who^e^ 

And iftakes an Univerfe an Orrery. /' 

But when I drop mine Eye, and look on Man^ 
Thy Right regain'd, thy Grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature! wide flies ofFth' expanding Round* 
As when whole Magazines, at once, are fir'd^ 
The fmitten Air is hollowed by the Blow ; 
The vaft Difplofion diflipates the Clouds ; 
Shock'd i£ther*s Bilbws daih the diftant Skies ; 
Thus (but far more)' th' expanding Round flies off,. 
- And leaves a mighty Void, a fpacious Womb, 
Might teem with new Creation ; re-inflam*d 
Thy Luminaries triumph, and afTume 
Divinity themfclves. Nor was it ftrange, 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing Pomp, 
Such godlike Glory, ftolethe Style of Gods, 
Froin Ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in Sen/e f 
For, fure, co Senfe, they truly arc divine, 
A nd half-abfoWd I dolatry from G u ik ; 
Nay, turn'd it into Virtue. Such it tAjtu 
lii thofe, who put forth all they had of ilf/iff. 
Unloft, to lift their Thought, nor nwunted higher j 
But, weak of Wing, on Planets perch'd 5 and thought 
What was their Higheft, moft. be their Ador'd.. 

Bat 
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But They how ^eakf who could no higher mount? 
And are there; then, Lorenzo! Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and Unexiftent, are the Same ? 
And if IkcompreKenfible is join'd, 
Who dare pronounce it Madnefs, to bdienje ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All Meafure in His Work ; ftretch'd out His Line 
So farj and fpread^Amazement o*er the Whole ? 
Then (as He took Delight in wide Extremes), 
Deep in the Bofbm of His Univerfe, 
Dropt 4own that reasoning Mite, that Ihfedl, Marir 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the Scene? — 
That Man might ne'er prefume to plead Amazemen;^ 
For Diibelief of Wonders in Himfelf. 
Shall God belefs miraculous, than what* 
Kis Hand has form*d ? Shall Mjfteries defcencT ' 

From Utt-mji/ienous ? Things more Ekvate^- 
Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 
More obvious than Created, to the Gra(p 
Of human: Thought ? The more of WonderfuF^ 
B heard in fl/Vw, the more we fhould affent. 
Could we conceive Hmy GOD He could not be j • 
pr Hm not GOD, or lue could not be Men. 
A G O D alone can comprehend a G O D ; 
Man\ Dillance how immenfel Onfuch a TherociV 
Know. This, Lo r e n 50 ! (feem it ne*cr fo ftrange) • 
Nothing can fathfy^ but what confounds ; 
Nothing, b^t what aftcmjheiy is wue. 
Tfie Scene-thou fceft, attefts the TrutH *I fing^- 
And cv'ry Star ihedS Light upon thy Creed. 
Thefe Stars, this Furniture, this Coift of Heavcnf . 
If but reported, thou hadft ne'er believ'd ; 
But thine Eye tells thee, the Romance is true. 
TJie Grand of Nature is th* Almighty's Oath, . 
fii ii!/^»VCourt| to filence Unbelief * - 

M 5v Hw 
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How my Mind, opening at this Scene, imbibet 
The moral Emanations of the Skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorbnzo lefs admires! 
Has the.'dreat Sdv'reign fent Ten thoufand Worlds 
To telt^ as. He reftdes above them All, 
la O|ory*s unapproachable Recefs ? 
Arid dare Earth's bold Inhabitants deny 
The fumptuous, the magnific EmbaiTy 
A Mementos Audience ? Tarn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would mparc 
For man^s Emolument ; fole Caafe that Aoops 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? LoitSKzo! roufe ; 
Let Thought, awaken'd, take the Lightning*s Wing» 
And glance from Eail to Weft, f£om Fole to Pole. 
Whofees^ but is confounded, orconvinc'd? 
Renoonces RiafoK^ or a G OD adores ? 
Mankind was fent into the World to fie : 
Sight ^ves the Science needful to their Peace ; 
That obvious Science afks /mail Learning's Aid«. 
Wouldft thoo on Metaphyiic Pinions foar ? 
Or wQiuul thy Patience amid Logic Thorns ? 
Or travel Hi^ory's enormous Round ? 
Nature no foch hard Talk injoins : She gave 
A Make to Man dire^ive of his Thought ; 
A Make fet upright, pointing to the Stars« 
As who ihoi^d fay» *«- Read thy chief Leflba there.'^ 
Too later to read this Manufcript of Heaveui 
When, like a Parchment-Scrdl, (hrunk up by FlameSj^ 
It folds LoRRNza's LeiTon from his Sight. 

Leifim how various ! Not the God alone^ 
I fee His Wmften ; I fee, diffus'd 
In radiant Orders, EiTeAces fublime. 
Of various Offices, of various Plume^ 
In heav*tily Livenes. diftinaiy, clad> 
/7u.-:> G If , Vtirple, Pearl, or downy Gb^cU 

Of 
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Or all commix'd ; . they fland, with Wioga outTpread^. 
Lift'niflg to catch the. Mailer's lead Comnand, , 
And. fly thro' Naturtf ere the Moment ends ;. 
Numbers innumerable !— »Well coAceiv'd 
By Pagan t and by Cbrlfiian ! O'er each Sphere.: 
Breiides an Angel» . to dired its Courfey 
And feed, or fan, its Flames ; or lodifcharge 
Other high Trnfts unknown. For who can fee: 
Such Pomp of Matter, and imtagine, Mind^ 
For which alone Inanimate was made, . 
More fparingly difpens'd ? That nobl^ Son, 
Ear liker the great Si RE !— 'Tis thus the Skies j 
Inform us of Soperiors numberlefs. 
As much, in Excelkmey above Mankind,. 
As above Earthy in Magnituiie^ the Sphere^ 
The/e, 2L% a Cloud of Witnefles, hang o'er u^;. 
In a thrpng'd Theatre are all. our Deeds; 
Perhaps, , a Thoufand Demigods defcend 
On evVy Beam we fee, to walk with Men. 
Aweful RefiefUon ! Strong Reftraint from 111 !' 
Yet, her^j our Virtue finds ftill ftronge^ A'id: 
Brom thefe ethereal Glories S'en/e furveys* 
Something,, like Magic, Itrikes from this blue VaQif-;: 
With juft Attention is it view'd ? We feel 
A fudden Succour, ttn-implor'(}« unthought;^ 
Nature hei'felf does Half the Work of Mm* 
Seas, Rivers,. Mountains, Fore^, Deferts, Rocki*, 
The Promontpry's Height,, the De^th profband 
Qi fubterranean, excavated. Grots,^ 
Black-braw'd, and vaulted high, and^yawning wld4kf 
F.rom Nature^ Strudore,. or the Scoo£ of. Tim ^ 
If ample of Dimeniion,. vaft of Size,. 
Ev'n Tbe/e an ag^andizing Impalfe.give ;;; 
Of folemn Thought enthafiailk Heights 
Sv'n The/g infufc.^Bui what of VjiftiaT^/yfr 
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Nothing ;— 'Or we muft own the Skies forgot. 

Much Icfs in ^r/.—r Viain Art ! Thou Pigmy-Power I 

How doft thou fwelly and ^rat, with human Pride>. 

To (hew thy Littlencfs ! What chiidi(h Toyt,. 

Thy ^atry Columns fquir ted to the Clouds ! 

Thy bafon'd Rivers, and* imprifonM Seas ! 

Thy Mountains moulded into Fbrms of Men ! 

Thy hundred-gated CapitaU! Or Thofe 

Where Three Days Travel left us- much- to ride ;; 

Gazing on Miracles by Mortals wrought. 

Arches triumphal, Theatres immenfe. 

Or nodffing Ghrdens pendent in Mid-Air ! 

Or Temples proud to meet their Gjods Half-way V 

Yet Tbe/e aiFe^ us in: no common Kind. 

What then the Force of fuch fuperior Scenes ?* 

Enter a Tiemple, it, will ftrike an Awe : 

What Awe from This tji© I>E IT Y has built .^ 

hGwdMan feen, tho' filent, Counfel gives-:: 

The touch'd Spedator Wifhes to be Wife : 

In a bright- Mirror His dwn Hands^ have made. 

Hire we fee Something like the Face of GOD*, 

Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo! 

Tl> Wan abandoned,. " Haft thou feen the Skies?** . 

And yet, fo- thwarted Nature's kind Defign- 
By daring Man, he makes her facred Awe 
(That Guard from IH) his Shelter, his Temptations 
To more than common Guilt, and quite invert^- 
Celeftial Art's Intent. The trembling Stars- 
See Crimes gigantic, talking thro* the Gloom. 
With Front erett, that hide their Head. by Day^, 
And making Night flill darker by their. Deeds. 
Slumb'ring in Covert, till the Shades defcend,. 
Rapine and Msirder.y link'd, now prowl for Prey.. 
The Mifer earths his Treafure ; and the Thief, 
Watching t^c Mole, half-beggars him ere Morn^ 

Noi% 
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Vofr Plots f and foul Con/piracies, awake ; 
And, muffling up'their Horrors from the Moon, 
Havock and Devaftadbnr they prepare, ^ 

And Kingdoms tott'ringin the Field of Mood; 
Now Sons of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 
What (hall I do ? — Sapprefs it ? or proclaim ?— 
Why j^^// the Thunder ? Nbw, Lorenzo! now^ 
His bed Friend's Couch the rank Adulterer 
Afcend's fecure ; and laughs at Gods and Mien-. 
Prepoft'rous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, 
Lay their Crimes bare to thefe ehaHe Eyes of Heaven ^ 
Yet ihrink, and ihudder, at a Mortal's Sight. 
Were Moon, and Stars, for Villains onfy made ? 
VCo guide y yet /creen them, with tenebrious Light f' 
No ; they were made to faihion the Sublime 
Of human Hearts^, and nvs/er make the fTiJe. 

Thofe Ends were airfwcr'd once ; when Mortals liv*d 
Of Stronger Wing, of Aquiline Afcent 
In Theory Sublime. O how unlike 
Thofe Vermin of the Night, this Moment fttng>. 
Who crawl on Earthy and on- her Venom feed ! 
Thofe antient Sages, Human Stars ! They met 
Their Brothers of the Skies, at Midnight Hour ; 
Their Counfel afk'd ; and, what they aik'd,. «^^V,. 
The Stagirite, andPLATOj He who drank-. . 
The poifon'd Bowl, and He of 7«/?«/«»f, 
With Him of Cbrduha (immortal Names !)* 
In thefe Unbounded, zxi^Elyfian, Walks, 
An Area £t for God»> and Godlike Men, 
They took their nightly Round, thro' radiant Path^ 
By Seraphs trod ; inftru&ed, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in Their bright Footfteps here Below;. 
To walk in Worth ftill brighter than the Skies«. 
Habere f they contraded their Contempt oi Earthy 
Q£ Hopes eternal kindled, Tkrii. the Fire ;. 
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Tbertf as in hear Approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(preac VUitaots !) more intimate with GOD, 
More worth to Men^ more joyous to Thim/elvesi 
Thro' 'uarhus Virtues^ they, with Ardor, rao^ 
The Zo^ac of their learn'd,, illuilrious Lives. 

In Chnfiimi^At^tXA^ O for a Pagan ZqbII 
A nttdful^ but 9pprohrhus Pray'r ! As much 
Our ArJor Lefs, as Greater is oar Light, 
How moaflxous This in Morals ! Scarce more Grange:: 
Would x^\%PbistnomemniXL Nature fbike, 
A.^», that froze us, or SL.Start that warm'd.- 

What taught thefe Heroes of the Moral World ? • 
To Thefe thou giv'ft thy Frosty %viq Credit too. 
Thefe Dolors ne'er were peafion'd to deceive thee^; 
And Ptfg^tfji Tutors are thy Tafte. — ^They taught,, 
^batt Narrow Views betray to Mifcry \ 
ibaty Wife it is to comprehend the Whole : 
^baty Firtue rofe from Nature, ponder'd welli 
The iingle Bafe o£ Firtue built to Heaven :. 
Tbatf GOD, and Nature, our Attention clalm^:: 
Tbat, Nature is the Glafs refleding GOD,. 
As, by the Sea, refledled is th^ Sunt 
Too glorious to be gaz*d:on in his Sphere : 
Tbati Mind imi^ortal loves, immortal Aims : 
Tbatf houndle/s Mind afft^s z bouudle/s Space : 
Tbatf Vaft Surveys, and the Sublime of Things^ 
The Soul ailimilate, and make her Great : 
f:bdtf therefore, Heav'n her Glories, as a Fond^ 
Of Infpiradon, thus fpreads out to Man. 
SucbiBxe their Do£trines ; Sucb the Nigbt. mCpir^d,, 

And what more true ? What TrutK-of greater Wciglit h 
The Soul of Man was made to walk the Skies ; . 
Delightful Outlet of her Prifon Ifere !' 
^bere^ difincnmber'd fr6m her Chains, the Tiet- 
Of Toys terfeftrial,, jBiq can «)yc at brge 5 
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There^ fredy can refpire, dilaCey extend, 
I» full Proportion let loofc all her Powers ; 
And, undeluded^ gr^p at fomething Great; 
Nor, as a Stranger, does fhe wander There ]( 
But^ wonderful Herfelf, thro* Wonder ftrays ;: 
Contemplating their Grandeur, find« hn ruony 
Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine. 
Sits high in. Judgment on their various Laws,. 
And, lik^e a Mailer, judges ndt amiis^ 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and jaftly proud, the Soul 
Grows confciouft of her Birth celeHial ; breathes 
More Life, more Vigour, in her native Air ; 
And feels herfelf a/ b9me among the Stars ; 
And, feeling, em.ulates her Country's. Pratfe. 

What call we, then, the Firmament, LoitsNZO?*^ 
As Earth the Body, fince, the Zkks fuilain. 
The Soul with Pood, that gives imma^rtal Life,, 
CW///, The noble Failure of the MW; 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and' exults,. 
And riots thro* the Luxuries of Thought. 
CaU it. The Qardea of the D E I T Y,. 
Bloflbm'd with Stars, redundant in the Growth^ 
Qf Fruit ambrofial ; moral Fruit to Man. 
CaU it. The Bj^eaft- plate of the tsrue High-Pricft^ 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give. 
In Points of htgheil Moment,, right Refponfe ^ 
And ill negledled, if we prize our Peace^ 

Th us, have we fbunc^ a true Allrotegy ; 
Thus,' have we found a new, and noble Sen^^ 
In which akne Stars govern human Fates* 
Q that the Ztain (asfome have feign'd) let fall' 
Bloodfiied, and Havock, on embattled Realmtj, 
And refcu'd Monarcht from ib black a Guilt t 
BovABON ! this Wifh how fen^rous in a. Foe! 
Wouldft thoa> be Great,, wouldft ^thbeeeme aGod;. 
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And ftick tby deathlefs Niune among the Stars,^ 
For mighty ConqueHs on a Needle's Point ?- 
Inftead of forging Chains for Poreigmrsy 
Baftilt thy Tyi9r ': Grandeur. All thy Aim ? 
As yet thou knaw'ft not what k is : How Greats 
How Gloriousrv fhin^ appears the Mind oi Man, 
When in it Alt the Stars^ and Planets, roll \ 
And what it feemsf it is : Great Obje^. mak& 
Great, Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge ;: 
nc/e (HU more Godlike, as Ti:e/e more Divine. 

And mere divine than Tibe/e^ thou canft not fee. 
Dazled,,o'erpowVd, with the delicious Draught 
Qf mifcellaneous Splendors,, how I reel 
From Thought to Thought, inebriate, without End! ' 
An< Bdefh This ! a P a^r a n i s e uttlofi /■ 
I meet the DEITY in ev'ry View:, 
And tremble at my Nakedness before Him V 
O that I could but reach the Tree of Life ! 
For Herexx. grows, ' unguarded from our Tafte y^ 
No Flaming S'word denies our Entrance Here ;• 
Would Man but gather, . he might U'uefar ever* 

Lorenzo 1 much of Mwal haft thou feen. 
Of curious Arts art thou more fond \ Then mark- 
The Mathematic Glories of the Skies, 
In Number, Weight, and Meafure, All ordain'd*. 
1Lorbnzo!s >boafted Builders, Chanctf and Fate^ 
Are left to finiih his aerial Towers ; 
Wifdom^ and Cboictt' their well-known Charaders- 
Here deep imprefs ; andxlaim it for. their Own*. 
Tho' fplendid All, no Splendor void of Ufe ; 
U/e rvidX^J^eauty ; Art contends with Po*wer } , 
l^o wanton Wafte,. amid eiFufe Expence |\ 
The Great Oecqiyomist adjufting All , 
To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 
How rich the Profped I and for ever ncwt- 
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And ne^eft to the Man that views it moft ; 

For Newer ftlll in Infinite fucccedst^ 

Then, Thefe aerial Racers, O how iWift f 

How the Shaft loiters from the ftrongeft String ! 

spirit Alone can dillance the Career. 

Orb above Orb afcending without, End ! 

Circle in Circle, without End^ inclos'd ! 

Wheel withiiv Wheel ; Ezekiil I like to Thine I 

Like Thine, it feems a Viiion, or a.Dream f 

Tho*_/Jf«, we labour to believe it true! 

What Involution 1 What Extent ! What Swarms 

Of Worlds, that laugh at Earth / immenfely Great ! 

Immenfely diflant from each other's Spheres ! 

What then, the wond'ror Space thro' which they roll I 

At once it quite ingulphs all human Thought ^ 

'Tis Comprehcafion's abTolute Defest. 

Nor think thoa feeft a wild DiTorder here ; 
Thro* this illnftrioas Cbao^ to the Sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft Order> reign. 
The Path prefcrib'd, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawlefs Sallies of Mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What Knots afe ty'd I How foon are they difTolv'd^ 
And fet the feeming marry'd Planets free I 
They rove for ever, without Error rove; 
Confufion unconfus'd ! Nor lefs admire 
l*his Tumult untunvultuous ; All on Wing V 
In Nation, All ! yet what profound Repofe I 
What fervid Aclion, yet nq Noifa ! as aw'd 
To Silence, ^l^ ihe Prcfcnce of their LORD ;. 
Or hufh'd, hy Hti Command, in Love to Man,. 
And bid let fall foft Beams on human Reil, 
Refllefs themfelves. On yon ccerulean Phin,. 
In Exultation to Their GOD, ^ndThiJte, 
They dance,* they iing eternal Jubilee, 

Eternal 
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Eternal Celebration ofHss Praife, 
Buty iince their $o/tg arrives not at onr Ear, 
Their DoHce perplex*d exhibits to the Sight 
Fair Hieroglypbic of His peerkfs Power. - 
Marky how the Labyrintbian Turns ^hey take. 
The Circles intricate, and myilic Maze, 
Weave the grand Cypher* 6f Qmnipouace ; 
To Gois^ how Great I how Legible to Man ! 

Leaves fo much Wonder greater Wonder ftill \ 
Where are the Pillars that fupport the Skies ? 
What More than Jtlamean Shoulder props 
Til' inciunbenc Load I What Magic, what ftrange Art, 
In fluid Air theie pond'roos Orbs faftains ? 
Wiio wonld not think them hong in golden Chaists ?— 
And fo they are ; iii the high Will of Heaven^ 
Which fixes All ; makes Adamant of Air, 
Or Air o£ Adamant ; makes All of Nought, 
Or Nought of All ; iijucb the dread Decree. 

Imagine from their deep Foandatioits torjx 
The moil gigantic Sons of Earth, the broad 
And \o^^ ting' Alps J all toft into the. Sea ; 
And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, 
Their Bulks enormous dancing on the Waves, 
In Time, and Meafure, exquifite; while all 
The Winds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 
Tune their fonorous Inflruments aloft ; 
The Concert fwell, and animate the BalL 
Would this appear amasing ? What, then. Worlds^ 
In a far thinner Element fullain'd. 
And afUhg the fame Part, with greater Skill, 
More rapid Movement, and for noblefl Ends ? 

More cbvhus Ends to pafs, are not th^fc Start 
The Seats Majeftic, proud Imperial Thrones, 
On which angelic Delegates of Heaven, 
At certain Periods, ^ the Sov'aEicw nods, 

Pifchar^ 
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Difcharge high Trufts of Vengeanciy ctr ofLo^ve; 
To cloathe, in outward Grandeur, Grand Defign» 
And A«fls moll Solemn ftill more folemnize ? 

Ye Citizens of Air I what ardent l^hanks. 
What full Effufion of the grateful Heart, 
Is due from Man indulg'd in fuch a Sight ! 
A Sight fo noble ! and a Sight fo kind ! 
It drops new Truths at ev'ry new Survey !• 
Feels not Lorenzo Something ilir within, 
That fweeps away all Period ? As Thefe Spheres 
Mea/kre Duration^ they no left infptre 
The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 
The boundlefs Space, thro' which thefe Rovers take 
Their reillefs Roam, faggeHs the Sifter-Thought 
Of boundlefs Time. Thus, by kind NiUure*s Skilly 
To Man un-labour*d, that important Gueft, 
£TER^*ITY, finds Entrance at th« Sigh: 
And an Eternity , for Man ordained, 
Or The(e his deftin'd MId&ight CounA^tfors^ 
The StarSi had never whifper'd it to Man. 
Nature infirms, but ne'er infults, her Sons. 
Could ihe then kindle the mod ardent Wiih 
To difappoint it ? — That is Blafphemy. 
Thus, of thy Creed a Second Article, 
Momentous, as th' Exiflence of a G O D^ 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought % 
And thou may'ft read thy Soul immortal. Here. 

HeFC, then^ Lorenzo! on thefe Glories dwell ; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated. Roof, 
That calls the wretched Gerf to dark Delights. 
AJfemblees ?^^^\{\% is. one divinely bright ; 
Here, un-endanger'd in Health, Wealth, or Fame^ 
Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan feom. 
He, wife as Thou, no Cre/cent holds fo fair. 
As Th^t, whiqh on his Tuifbant awes a World/; 

And 
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And thinks the Mooh is proud to copy Htm. 
Look on her, and gahi more than Worlds can give, 
A Mind faperior to the Charms of Po<wer* 
Thott muffled in Deluiions of this Life ! 
Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed, 
From Side to Side, in conftant Ebb, and Flovir,. 
And purify from Stench his watry Realms ? 
And fails her moral Influence ? Wants fhe Poorer 
To turn Lorbnzo's ftubborn Tide of Thought 
From ftagnating on Eartb\ infedked Shore, 
/ And purge from Nuifance his corrupted Heart ^. 
Fails her Attraction when it draws to Heaven ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu'ft more, Earth's Joy ? 
Minds elevate, and panting for Unfeett^ 
And defecate fo>m Senfi^ alone obtain 
Full Reliih of Exiftence an-deflower'd» 
The Lift of Life,, the pft of worldly bKfs* 
All elfe on Earth amounts— —to what \ To This t 
<* Bad to be Suffir^d\ Blsssinos to be Lift :*' 
Earth^s richeft Inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher Scenes be,, then,^ tlie Call obeyM. 
O let me gaze !— Of Gazing there^s no End. 
O let me think l-^Thought too is wiider*d'i6f/'#;r 
In Mid-way Flight Imagination tires ; 
Yet foon re-prunes her Wing to foar anew. 
Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the Fieafure^ fo pr9found the Plan ! 
A Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet», 
Eat the fame Mannoy mingle Earth, and Heaven,. 
How diftant fbme of thefe nofturnaLSans ! 
So diftant (fays the Sage)^ 'twere not abfurd^ 
To doubt, if Beams, fet out at Nature's Birth*. 
Are yet arrived at this fo foreign World ; 
Tho' nothing half fo rapid as their Flight* 
An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me roll 

Aad 
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And roM for e^er : Who can fatiate Sight 

Infuch a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 

Of deep Aftonifhrnent ? Where Depth, Height, Breadth, 

Are bit in their Extremes ; and where to count 

The thick-fown Glories in this Field of Fire, 

perhaps a Seraph^s Computation fails. 

Now, go. Ambition ! boaft thy boundlefs Might 

Jn Conqueft, o'er the Tenth Part of a Grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for Miracles, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe. 
Why calTfor Lefs than h already tbine? 
Thou art no Novice in Theology ; 
What is a Miracle f-^^Ti^ a Reproach, 
*Ti5 an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; 
And while it fat isfies, it cenfures too. 
To Common-Senfe, Great Nature^^ Coarfe proclaim* 
A DEITY : When Mankind falls aileep, 
A Miracle is fent, _fls an Alarm, 
To wake the World, and prove Him o'er again. 
By recent Argument, but not movtfrong^ 
Ssiy^ Which imports more Plenitude of Power, 
Or Nature's Laws to fx, or to repeal f 
To make a Sun, orftop his Mid-Career ? 
To countermand his Orders, and fend back 
The flaming Courier xxi the frighted Eafty 
Warm'd, and aftoniftiM, at his Evening Ray ? 
Or bid the Mootif as with her Journey tir'd. 
In Ajahr^^ ibft, flow'ry Vale repofe ? 
Great Things are Thefe ; ftill Greater, to create. 
From Adam's Bow'r look down thro' the whole Train 
Of Miracles ; — Refiftlefs is their Power ? 
They do not, can not, more amaze the Mind, 
Than This, calld un-miraculous Survey, 
If duly weigh'd, if rationally feen. 

If feen \<\\\L'bm^an Eyes. The Brutc^ indeed. 

Sees 
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Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Fool, no more. 
Say'ft thou, *• The GouHc of Nature governs All?" 
The Cour/e of Nature is the Art of G O D. 
The Miracles thou cairft for, This atteft ; 
For fay, Could Nature Nature*^ Coarfe controal ? 

Bat, Miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
Aii/ffr/s C0NTR.0ULER, Author, Guide, a^dENot 
Who turns his Eye on Natun^s Midnight Face, 
But muft inquire-*-" What Hand behind the Scene, 
*< What Arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling Globes 
**' In Motion, and wound up the vaft Machine ? 
" Who rounded in his Palm thefe fpacious Orbs ? 
" Who bowi'd'them flaming thro' the dark Profound* 
^ NumVous as glitt'ring Gtms of Morning-Dew, 
** Or Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
" And fei the Bofom of Old Night on Fire i 
*' Peopled her Defert, and hlade M&nov /mile ?** 
Or, if the Military Style delights thee, 
(For Stars have fought their Battles, leagu'd with Man) 
** Who marihals this bright Hoft ? Enrolls their Names f 
** Appoint^ their Poft, their Marches, and Returns, 
<«' Punaual, at Hated Periods ? Who difbands 
** Thefe Vet'ran Troops, their final Duty done, 
** If e'er diibanded ?— H E, whofe potent Word, 
Like the load Trumpet, levy*d firfl their Powers 
In Nigbt*% inglorious Empire, where they flept 
In Beds of Darknefs ; arm'd them with fierce Flames, 
Arranged, and difciplin'd, and cloath'd in Gold ; 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the Field, 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us jgin This Army ! Joining Thefe, 
Will give us HeartiSntrepid» at That Hour, 
When brighter Flames (hall cut a darker Night ; 
When thefe Hrong Pemonitr^tions of a G OD 

ShaH 
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Shall hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spheres, 
And One eternal Curtain cover All ! 

Struck at thai Thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 
A more cnlighten'd Eye, and read the Stars 
To Man dill more propitious ; and their Aid 
(Tho* guiltlefs of Idolatry) implore ; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name. 
O ye Di'uidert of my Time ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Yeaps, 
In your fair Kalendar diiHndlly mark'd ! 
Since that authentic, radiant Regifler, 
Tho' Man infpeds it not, Hands good againft him ; 
Since You^ and Years, roll on, tho* Man ftands Hill ; 
Teach me my Days to number, and apply 
My trembling Heart to Wifdom ; now beyond 
All Shadow of Excufe for fooling on. 
Age fmooths our Path to Prudence ; fweeps afide 
'i'he Snares, kttn Appetite , and Paffion, fpread 
To catch ftray Souls ; and Woe to that grey Head, 
Whofe Folly wonld undo, what Age has done ! 
Aid, then, aid. All ye Stars! — Much rather, THOUi 
Great ARTIST ! Thou, whofe Finger fct aright 
This exquiiite Machine^ with all its Wbeels^ 
Tho' intervolv'd, exad ; and pointing out ' 
Life's rapid, and irrevocable Flight, 
With fuch an Index £ur, ais none can oiif9» 
Who lifts an Eye,, nor ileeps till it is clos'd. 
Open iw/w Eye, Dread DEITY! to. read 
The tacit Dodrine of thy Works ; to fee 
Things as they arey un-alter'd thro' the Glafi 
Of worldly Wifh*es. Time^ Eterni^ t 
('Tis Thefe, mif-meafur'd, ruin all Mankind) 
Set them before me ; let me lay them Both 
In equal Scale, and learn their various Weight. 
Let Time appear a Moment^ as it // ; 

And 
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And let Eteruityh full Orb, at once. 
Turn on my Soal, and ftrike it into Heaven. 
When fliall I fee far more than charms me Now ? 
Gaze on Creation's Model in Thy Bread 
Unveird, nor wOnder at the Tranfcript more ? 
When, This vile, foreign, Duft, which fmothers All 
That travel EartFs deep Vale, ihall I (hake oiF? 
When (hall my Soul her Incarnation quit. 
And, re-adopted to Thy bleft Embrace, 
Obtain hejr Apotheofis in T H E E ? 

Doft think, Lorenzo! this is wand'ring wide? 
No, 'tis diredUy ftriking at the Mark ; 
To wake thy Jead Drvotion • was my Point ; 
And how I blefs Nigbt\ confecrating Shades^ 
Which to a Temple turn an Uniijerfi ; 
Fills us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 
And antidote the pefiilential Earth ! 
In ev'ry Stofm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an Afylum has the Soul in Pray'r I 
And what a Fane is Tbisy in which to pray ! 
And what a G OD mud dwell in fuch a Fane ! 
O what a Genius mufl inform the Skies! 
And is Lorenzo's Salamander-Heart 
Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred Fires? 
O ye nodurnal Sparks ! Ye glowing Embers, 
On Heaven's broad Hearth ! Who burn, or burn no more, 
Who blaze, or die, as Great J E HO V A H's Breath 
Or blows you, or forbears ; affift my Song ; 
Pour your whole Influence ; exorcife his Heart, 
So long poiFeil ; and bring him back to Mau^ 

And is LoRBNZo a UtrnxxxTtr flilt? 
Pride in thy Parts provokes tKee to conteft 
Truths t which, contefied, put thy Parts to Slu&me. 
Nor iliame they more Lorenzo's Head than Hearfi 
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A fmthUfs Heart, liow defpicabl/ SouU ! 

Too Streight, aaght Greac> or Gen'rous, to receive ! 

Fiird with an Atom ! filPd, and foul'd, with Mf! 

And Self miftaken ! Self, that laih an Hour ! 

InftinSs and Paffions^ oi the nobler Kind, 

Lie fuffbcated There ; or T'^^^ alone, 

Reafon apart, would wake high Hope ; and open. 

To ravifli'd Thought, that //r/^/b^S^Mz/ Sphere, 

Where Order^ Wifdom^ Goodnefs^ Prowdenct^ 

Their endlefs Miracles of Love difplay. 

And promife All the truly Great deiire. 

TheMind that would be bappy^ muft be great ; 

Great, in its Wipes ; Great, . in its Smwys* 

Extended Vi^s a narrow Mind extend ; 
Pnfh out its corrugate, expanfive Make, * 

Which, ere*long, mort than Planets fhall embrace* 

A Man of Compmfs makes a Man of IForib $ 

Divine contemplate, and become Diwne, 
As Man was made for Glory, and for Blifs, 

All Littlenefs is in Approach to Woe i 

Open thy Bofom, fet thy Wi(hc($ wide. 

And let in Manhood; let in H^pine/s ; 

Admit the boundlefs Theatre of Thought 

From Nothing, up to GOD; which makes a Mam* 

Take Q OD from Nature f nothing Great is left ; 

Man's Mi^d is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 

Man's Heart i« in a Jakes, and loves the Mire. . 

Emerge from thy Profound ; ere£l thine Eye ; 

See .thy Diilrefe ! Howxlofe art thou befieg'd ! 

Befieg'd |^y Nature^ the proud Sceptic's Foe ! 

Inclos'd by thefe innumerable Worlds, 

Sparkling Convi^on on the darkeft Mind, 

As in a golden Net of Proviobnce, 

How art thou caught, fure Captive of Belief! 

From this thy bkft Captivity,, what Art, 

N What 
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What Blafphenfty to Reafen, ftts tbee free ! 
This Soote ii Heaven's jndolgeDt Violeoce : 
Canft tboQ bear ap againft thi^ Tide of Glory? 
What is Eardi bofom'd in thefe ambient Orbs^ 
Bttt» Faith in GOD imposed, and prefsM on Man? 
Dar'il.tboa flili litigate thy defp'rate Cau/e, 
Spite of thefe nam'rousy awefuU Witngjfes^ 
' And doubt the Dip9fai9m of the Skies ? 
O how laborioas is thy Way to Ruin ! 

Laborious ? 'Tis mpra&UahU qoite^ 
To (ink beyond m^DomSt, in this Debate, 
With all his Weight of Wifdom, and of WilU 
And Crime flagitious, I defy a Fool. 
Some wifli tfiey diti; but no Man dtfielie<ves. 
GOD is a Spirit', Spirit cannout ibike 
Thefe gi'Ofs, material Organs ; GOD by Man 
As much is ieen, as Man a GOD can fee, 
Jn thefe ailoni(hing Exploits of Power. 
WhatPrder, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Sizel 
Concertion of Defign, how exf uifite I 
How complicate, in their divine Police ! 
Apt Means! Great Ends! Confent to gen'ral Good!-— 
Sach Attribute of thefe material Gods, 
So ilitig (and that with fpecious Pleas) ador*d, 
A fep^rate Conqneft gains o*er Rebel Thought ; 
And leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man. 

]j0R«if20 ! This may feem Harangue to Thee; 
Such All is apt to feem, that thwarts our WilL 
And doft^bon, then, demand 9ufimpU Proof 
Of this great Mailer-Moral of the Skies, 
Unfkiird, or dif inclin'd, to read it there? 
Since 'tis the Bafis, and AH drops without'^t. 
Take it, in One oontpaA, unbroken Chain. 
Such Proof hi^fts on an attentive Ear ; 
Twill not makt Ol^ «mid a Mpb of thoughts. 

And, 
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And, for thy Notice, fbruggle mth the World. 

J^e/iri ; ^Tlic fTorU (hut out i Thy Thoughts c^l 

ImagtMOtioH^s airy Wifig leprefs ;— - [Homei— -«^ 

Lock up thy 5/^^/;— Let no Ft^ffkn ftir^— 

Wake all to Reafon\ — Let her reign alone;— i 

Then, in thy SouV% deep Siience, and the Depth 

Of Nature*s Silence, Midnight, thus inquire. 

As / have done ; and fhall inqo-ire no more. 

In Nature's Chanel, thus the Queftious run. 

" Whit am I ? and from WhenuT. — ^I nothing know, 
*' But that \am\ and, fince I am, conclude 
<* Something Eternal: Had there e'er been Nought^ 
-** Nought dill had been : Eternal diere muft be. — 
•« But fFhai Eternal ?— Why not Human Racef 
** And Adam's Anceftors without an £ndi — 
** That's hard to be conceived ; fince ey*ry Link 
** Of that4ong-chain'd Sncceffion is fo frail $ 
« Can ev'ry Part depend, and not the Whole? ^ 
«• Yet grant it true ; «rw Difficulties rife ; 
<< I'm fbill quite out at Sea ; nor fee the Shore* 

«« Whence Earthy and thefe bright Orbs? Etemed 

** Grant Matter ^z!^ Eternal; (till thefe Orhs [too?— 
" Would want fome Other Father ; — Much Defigxi 
** Is feen in all their Motiom, all their Makes ; 
** Z>{^J9r implies Intelligence, and jirt : 
•* That can't be from Themfehes-^^t Man ; That Art 
*' Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man beflow? 
<< And nothing Greater, yet allow'd, than Jt/aw.— « 
^* who. Motion, foreign to the fmalleft Grain, 
<* Shot thro' vaU Mafles of enormous Weight ? 
«< Who bid brute Matter*^ reftive Lump aflume 
«* Such various Forms, and gave it Wings to Ay f 
** Has lAdXXtt imtaie Motion.? Then each Atom, 
'^ Afiertbg its indifpuuble Right 
< To daace» would form an Umv«rie of Daft : 
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Has MsitttT ncjie ? Then whe;nc(S th^fc glorious Foras» 
And boundlefs Flights, from ShapeUfi^ SiTiARipoi^df 
Has Matter piore than Motion ? Has it Thought, 
Judgment, and Genius ? Is it deeply learn'd 
In Mathematics ? Has it fram'd fucb Laws, 
Which but iogue/s^ a Newton made immortal ?-»- 
If fo, how each /age Atom laughs at me. 
Who think a Clod inferior to a Man / 
If Art, to form; and Counfel, tocondud^; 
And That witK greater far, than Human Skill; 
Refides not in each Block ; — a GODHEAD reigns.— 
Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal, MIND; 
ThiU graii..ed. All is folv'd. — But, granting That, 
Draw I not o*cr me a ftiU darker Cloud } 
Gr^t I not That which I can ne'er conceive ? 
A Being without Origin, or End !— 
Hail, Human Liberty ! There is no GOD-7— 
Yet, Why? On either Scheme that Knot fubfifts; 
Subfift it mufit in GOD, ox Human Race ^ 
If in the LaA, how many Knots beiide, 
indiffolubic All?— Why chufe it Tbere^ 
Where, chofen, ftill fubfiftT'en thoufand more? 
Rejed it, where. That chofen, all the Reft 
Difpers'd, leave Reafon^^ whole Horizon clear? 
This is not Rea(bn's Dilate ; Rea/on fays, 
Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale; 
What vaft Preponderance is Here! Can Rcafon 
With louder Voice exclaimr-^^///a;^ « <JOD ? 
And Reafon heard, 4S the fole Mark of Man. 
What Things ImpofFible mud Man think, True, 
Qli any other Sydem ! And how ftran^ 
To dijbelie*ve^ thro* mere Credulity 1'* 
If, in this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw^ 

Let it for ever bind him to Belief • 

And where the Link, in which a Flaw he fin^s? 

And, 
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Andy if a. GOD there is, ihac GOD how Great I 
How Great that Pow*r, whofe providential Care 
Thro' thefe bright Orbs dark Centres darts a Ray 1 
Of Nature univerfal threads the Whole I 
^nd hangs Creation^ like a precious Gem, 
Tho' Little, on the Footftool of His Throne f 

That Little Gem, how Large ! A Weight let fait 
From a iixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
This diftant Jidr/i^^ Say, then, Lorenzo! where. 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begin 
T&c Suburbs of Creation i Where the Wall 
Whofe Battlements look o'er into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiftence ? Not h 1 n g's fbange Abode i 
Say, at whatPcnnt of Space. JEHOVAH dropp'd 
His ilacken'd Line, and laid His Balance by; 
WeigVd Worlds,, and meafur'd Infinite, no more? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane Head? and- fays, to Gods, 
^ Charaders illuftrious as the Sun, 

Iftand, tin Plants proud Period ; I pronounce 
Tie Work accompUJb^dy the Creation closed: 
Shout, all ye Gods! nor Jbout, ye Gods alone ^ 
Of^l that Jives, or, if devoid of Life, 
That refts, or rolls, ye Heights, and Depths, refoundt 
Refoundl refoUnd! ye Depths, and Heights, refovnd! 
Hard are thofe Queftioiis? — Anfwer harder ftill. 
Is This the Sole Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son oi Po^r Divine? 
Or has th* AJmighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of didant Space? 

Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 

» 

Brother-Creations the dark Bowels burO:- 
Of Night primaeval ; barren, now, no more ? 
And He the central. Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Gf ant-Generations f which difporc, 
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And dance, as MoUs^ in hb Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted^ or Abibrb'd, 
In that Jlfyfs ofHurwr^ whence they fprung; 
While CboQi triumphs, repolTeft of AH 
Rival Cr^o^f 011 ravifh'd from his Throne? 
Chaos! of Arir<«r# both the Womb, and Grave! 

Think'ft thoa, my Scheme, Lor snso, Qnreads too 
Is This extravagant ? — No ; This \^juft ; [«ddc^ 

J aft, in Coffjeilure, tho' 'twere falfe in FaS. 
If 'tis an Error, 'tis an Error fprung 
From noble Root, High Thought of the MOST-HIGH. 
But wherefore Error ? Who can prove it fuch ?-^ 
He that can fet Omnipotence a Bound. 
Can Man ctmce'tve beyond wbjlt God cap do.? 
Nothing, hut ^ite Im/i^iUf is-HarJ. 
He fummons into Being, with tike Eafc» 
A Whole Creation, and a iingle Grain. 
Speaks He the Word? a Thoufand Worlds are bom!^ 
A Thoufands Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more; 
And in what Space can his great Fiat fail? ^ 
Condemn me not, cold Critic ! but indulge 
The warm Imagination : Why condemn ? i 

Why not indulge Such Thoughts, as fwell our Hearts 
With fuller Admiration of y/^^Ptfw'r, ' 
Who gives our Hearts with fuch high Thoughts tofwcH? 
Why not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 
Darts nut His Glory a ftill brighter Ray, 
The Icfs is left to C&aot, and the Realms 
Of hideous Night , where Fancy ftrays aghafl : 
And, tho' moft talkative, makes no Report ? 

Still feems my Thought enormous ? Think again j— 
Experience 'Self (hall aid thy lame Belief. 
Glnffes (that Revelation to the Sight !) 
Haye they not led us in the deep Difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature, cx^uifitely Smalh 
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And, Has:^ dtmmfiratidt WMll-CMceivid f 

If, then, on the Reverfe, the Mind would mount 

In Magni'tudti whskt Mind can mount too far, 

^o keep the Balance, and Creation poi/e f 

DefeB alone can err on fuch a Them* ; 

What is too Great, if we the Caufi forvey ? 

Stupendous ARCHITECT! Thou, Thou art AKT 

My Soul fiies up and down in Thoughts of The b. 

And finds herfelf but at the Centre (till! 

i AM, Thy IfzmtX' Rxiftence^ all Thmeonunl 

Cr^tf//Ws Nothing ; flattered fli«fi>, ifftyTd 

" The tbiuy the fleeting Atmofpbere of G O Z)." 

O for the Voice — of What ? of Whom ? — What Voice 
Can anfwer to my Wants, in fucb Afcent, 
As dares to deem One Univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo I (for how Femc^ glows^^ 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power)' 
I» not this Home-GrcatioD, in the Map' 
Of nniverfal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our little Ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size, 
But, elfewhere, far out-meafqr'dr far outihone I 
In Fancy (for the FaQ beyond us lies) 
Canll thou not figure it, an Ifle^ almOft 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Vaft of Being > 
Sever*d by mighty Seas of unbuilt Space, 
From other Realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern^ lefs reniote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Liiu of the Supreme ; 
Where Souls in Excellence make Hafte, put forth 
Luxuriant Growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Oi Human Worth, but ripen ibon to Gods? 

Yet why drown Fancy in fuch Depths as thefe ? 
Return, prefumptuous Rover f and eoofefa 

N.4. The 
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The Bounds of Man ; nor blame them, as too fmall. 
£njo7 we not full Scope in what is ^em P 
Fall ample the Dominions of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to1>ehold ! How far, how wide. 
The matchlefs Monarch, from his flaming Throne, 
Laviih of Luftre, throws his Beiams about him. 
Farther, and failer, than a Thought can fly. 
And feeds his Planets with eternal Fires ! 
This HeliepctiSf by Greater far. 
Than the proud Tyrant of the Nik, was built; 
And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 
Beyond this Ciiyt why ftrays human Thought } ' 
One Wonderful, enough for Man to know I 
One Infinite, enough for Man to range ! 
One Firmament, enough for Man *to read! 
.0 what voluminous Inilru£lion Here! 
What Page of Wifdom is deny'd him ? None ; 
If learning his chief Leflbn makes him Wife, 
Nor is Inftru&iotty Here, our only Gain ; 
There dwells a noble Patlm in the Skies, 
Which warms our Faflions, profelytes our HeartSi 
How eloquently fhines the glowing Pole ! 
Wich what Authority it gives its Charge, 
Remonilrating great Truths in Style fublime. 
The' Silent, Loud! heard Earth around ; above 
The Planets heard; and not unheard in Hdl ; - 
Hell has her Wonder, though too proud to praife. 
Is Earthy then, more Infernal ? .Has fhe Thofe, 
Who neither /r/i/yJ (Lorenzo!) nor aJmire? 

Lorenzo's Admiration, pre-engag'd. 
Ne'er afe'd the Moon One Queftion ; never held 
Leaft Correfpondence with a fmgle Star; . 
Ne'er rear'd an Altar to the ^ueen ofHia'utn 
Walking in Brightnefs ; or her Train ador'd. 
Their Sublunary Rivals have long iince 

Engrofs'd 
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Engrofs'd his whole Devotion f Stan malign, 
, Which made their fond Aftronomer run mad ; 
Darken his IntelUa^ corrupt his Htart\ 
Caufe him to facrifice his Fame and Peace 
To momentary Madnefs^ call'd Delight* 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 
The lifted Hand to Luna, or pour'd out 
The Blood to Jovb !— O THOU, to whom belongs 
-<^i7 Sacrifice! O Thou Great Jovb Unfeign'd! 
Divine Instructor ! Thy firft Volume,. Ti/V,. 
For Jlfoft's Perufal; All in Capitals! 
In Moon and Stars (Heaven's golden Alphabet!) 
Emblazed to feize the Sight; who rufu^ may uadi 
Who' reads, Tan under/land, 'Tis Unconfin'd 
To Chrtftian Land, or Jewfy ; fairly writ. 
In Language univerfal, to Manicind: 
A Language, Lofty to the Learn'd ; yet Plam 
To Thofe that feed the Flock, or guide the Plough^^ 
Or, from its Hufk, flrike out the bounding Grain. 
A Language, worthy the Great MIND, that fpeaUst 
Preface^ SLndCommenfp to \h& Sacred Tagf! 
Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies,. 
As pre-fuppo(iag his Firft Leffon there. 
And Scripture felf a Fragment, That unreadl 
Stupendous Book of Wifdom, to the Wife ! 
Stupendous Book! and opea'd, Night! by thee^ 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O Night i 
Yet more I wiih ; but ho^ (hall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Nigh ! whoie modeft, maiden Beams, 
Give us v new Creation, and' present. 
The World's great Pidure foften'd to the Sight ;^ 
Nay, Kinder far,* far. more Indulgent ftill. 
Say, Thou, whofe mild Dominion's Silver Key • 
Unlocks our Hemifpher^, and fets to View 
Wprlds beyond N4iQxber; Worlds concealed by Day 
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Behind the proad» and envious Star of Noon 1 
Canft thoa not draw a deeper Scene ? — And ihew 
The Mighty Potentate, to Whom belong 
Thefe rich Regalia pompgufly difplay'd 
To kindle that higK Hope ? Like Him of U»^ 
I gaze around ; I fearch on ev'ry Side 

for a Glim^fe of HIM my Soul adores ! 
As the chasM Hart» amid the defart Wa(ie» 

Pants for the living, Stream.; for. HIM who made her^ 

So pants the thirfly Soul, amid the Blank 

Of fublunary Joys. Say ^. Goddefs ! Where ? [Throne ? 

Where^ blazes His bright Court?. Where bams HU 

Thou know'ft ; for Thoa art near Him y by Thee^cottnl 

His grand Pavilion, facred Fame reports 

The fable Curtain drawn* If not, can none 

Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fo fwift of Wing^ 

Who travel far, difcover where He dwells t 

A Star His Dwdling pointed out Aelyw^ 

Ye Pleiades ! ArOurus I Maxaroth ! 

And thou^ Qtlon! of ilill keener Eye ! 

Say ye, who guide the Wilder'd in the Waves^ 

And bring them out of Tempeft into Port ! 

On ^hich Hand muft I bend my Courfe to find HimT 

Thefe Courtiers keep theSeciret of their KING ; 

1 wake whole Nights, in vain, to ileal it from them, 

I wake; and, waking» climb- iyri(^i&/'s radiant Scale». 
from Sphere to Sphere ; the Steps by Nature fet 
For Man's Afcent \, at once to tem^t and aid ; 
To umftMs^ Eye,, and aid hh tow'ring Thought j. 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of alK 

In SLrdcntConte/^Iatiofih rapid Car^. 
From Eartkf a&from my. Barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift I mount ! Diminifh'd Sartlf recedes^. 
I pafs the Jifi7fl« ; and, from her farther Side, 
Pierce Hcav'n's blue Curtain j, ftrike into R^motf ; 

* Where, 
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Where, with his lifted Tabc» the AiUil Sage 

His artificial, airy Jdomey takes. 

And to CiUftid lengthens Hwimm Sight* 

I paafe at ev*ry Phuut on my Road, 

And a^ for HI M- who gives their Orbs to roU, 

Their Foreheads fair to (hine. From Saturn^s Ringr- 

In which, oi Earths an' Army might beloU, 

With the bold Cometh take my bolder Flight, 

Amid thofe fii^nign Glories of the Skies, 

Of independent, native Luftre, proud ; 

The Soub of Syftems ! and th& X«ords of Life,' 

Thro' their wide Empires !— What behold'I nowt 

K Wildernefs of Wonders burning rounds 

Where Uargtr Suns inhabit highir Spheres \ . 

Perhaps the VUlai of defc^^ig Gods 1 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is but begtm ; 

'Ti» bat the Threfhold of the D £ I T Y »; 

0r, far beneath it, I am groveling ftilL 

Nor if it firaUge ; I built on a Miilake ; 

The Grandeur of Hb Works, whence FMf fought 

For Aid, to Rea/ott^Cets his Glory higher ; 

Who built thus high ^ Wortns (mere Worms to Him) i- 

O where, LoaENzoi nrail the BviLOSR' dwell? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a^Momentf here refpire— i 
IP human Thought can keep its Station Here. 
Where am I ?— .Where is JEtfr/^?— Nay, where art Thou^ 
O ^<r«^— ^s^the Sun tum'd Redufe? — And are' 
fUf boafled Expeditions (hort to Min$f-^ 
Tonunet how (hort ! On Nature's Jtfs I dand^- 
And fee a Thoufand Firmsiments beneath I ' 
A Thoufand Syftems 1 2» a Thoufand Grains t' 
So much a Stranger, and fo latt arriv'd. 
How can Man's curious Spirit not inquire, 
iMiat'are the Natives of this World fublime, 

N'6^' 


276 The Consolation, Night9. 

Of this fo foreign, an-terreibial Sphere^ 
Where Mortali untranjUaei^ never ftray^d f 
" O Ye, as diftant from my little Homey 
<' As fwifteft Sun-beams in an Age can fly! 
<* Far from my native Element I roam» - 
<<. In Qoeft of New, and Wonderfal, to Man. 
" What Province This, of His immeafe Domain, 
'< Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods? 
•« Ye Bord*rers on the Coafts of Blifs ! What are youf 
** A Colony from Heav'n? Or, only rais'd, 
*' By frequent Yifit from Heav'n's neighbotuing Realms 
*< Tofecondary Gods, and half-divine?— 
•« Whatc'er your Nature, This\% paft Difpute, 
'* Far other Life you live, far other Tongue 
<< You talk, far odier Thought, perhaps^ you thinkr < 
** Than Man. How various are the Works of God! 
«' But fay. What Thought? Is Reafim here inthron'd, 
<< And abfolute ? Or ^enfe in Arms againft her? ' 

■* Have you 9\ua Lights ? Or need you no re^tayif • 
*< Enjoy your happy Realms, their golden Ag«^ 
<< And had your JBdbn an abllemious £v£ ; 
f< Qwr Ev£'s Fair Daughters prove their Pedigree, 
^< And aik their Adams-*— * Wh^ ivouU not be *wifef 
** Or, if your Mother j(^i7, are you Redeen^df 
•* And if redeem'd— is your Redeemer fcon^df. 
/' Is this your final Refidence? If not, 
*« Change you your , Scene, I'ranflatedf Or by Deaths 
«« And i( by Death; What Death ^-^YjiOVfyOMDi/ea/eT 
^« Or horrid ^^r^— -With War, This fatal Hour, 
** EuROPA groans (focall we a (inall Field, 
•* Where Kings run mad). In Our World, Dkatr de- 
Intemperance to do the Work of Age ! [potcs 

And, hanging up the Quiver Nature gave hini» 
As flow of Execution, for Difpatck 
y Sends forth Imperial Butchers j bids them flay 

♦« Their 
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<' Their Sheep (the iilly Sheep they deecM before), 
*' And tofs him twke Tea thoufand at a Meal. 
** Sit dlljwr Executioners on Thrones ? 
^ WixhyoM, can Rage for Plunder make a Go^i^ 
And BMjhedyfzStk out ev'ry other Stain? — 
But Youy perhaps, can't bleed : From Matter grofi - 
<< Your Spirits dean, are delicately clad 
** In fine-fpuja ifither, privileged to foar, 
'* Uirloadedy uniafeded ; How unlike 
** The Lot of Man ! How. few of human Race 
'^ By their own MuJ unmurder'd ! How we wage 
••* Self. War eternal !— Is your painful Day 
**' Of hardy Conflia o'er ? Or, are you ftill 
''v Raw Candidates at School? And have you Thofe 
<< Who difaffea Rfoerfims^ as with Vs?^ 
^* But what are fTeF You never heard oi Moh^ 
*• Or Earth ; the Bediam of the Univerie ! 
^* Where Reafia (undiieas'd with You) runs mad» 
** And narfes Foliy& Children as her ewni 
'^ Fond of the Fouleft* In the facred Mount 
** Oi Holine/s^ where Reafon is prooounc'd 
*^ Infallible ; and t bunder s^ like a God ; 
** Ev'n there^ by Saints^ the Daemons are outdone ; 
What Tbe/e diink Wronj^, our Saints refine to Right \ 
And kindly teach dull Hell her own black Arts ; 
'' Satan, inflruded, o'er their Morals fmiles,-— 
*^ But 7%/i, how ftrange to You, who know, not Man! 
** Has the leaft Rumour of our Race arriv'd ? 
<' Caird bere Elijah, in his flaming Car ? 
Paft by you the good Enoch, on hit Road 
To Thofe fair Fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd ^ 
Who brufh'd, perhaps, your Sphere, in his Defcent» 
Stain'd your pure cryftal iEthcr, or let fall 
A ihort Eclipfe from his portentous Shade ? 
O I that the Fiend had lod^d on fome broad Orb 

<* Athwart 
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** Athwart his Way ; nor reach'd his prefent Home, 
•« Then UackenM Earti^ with Footfteps foulM in Hell, 
** Nor walh'd in OrAnr» as from Romb he paft 
•* To Britain's Ifle; too, too, confpicuous T'i&^r/ / '^ 

Bat This i» all Digreflion : Where is He, 
That o'er Heav'n^s Battlements the Felon hnrPd 
To Groans, and Chains, andDarknefs? Where is Hsr 
Who fees Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
He, Whom, wh8e Man is Man, he can't bat feek; 
And if he finds, commences moro than Mzn ? ^ 
O for a Telefcope Hb Throne to reach ! 
TcU mer yc^ Leam'd o* Eea^h / or Bleft Movt /* 
Te Ibarching, ye Newtonian Angels ! tell. 
Where, yonr Great MAsTBii'sOrbf HisPlanetr, where? 
Thofe con/dot^ Satellites, thofe Mornitti^Stars, 
Firft-born of DEITY1 from Central Love, 
By Veneration moft profound, thrown off; 
By fweet Attradion^ no lefs ftrongly &awii ;; 
Jw% znd yet raftur' J ; raftur^d, yttfironei 
t'ajl Thought, illuflribus, but with borrow'd BtaiQs ; 
In flill approaching Circles, itiH rtmoti. 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or fent, in'Lines dire£^^ on Embaflies 
To Nations — in what Latitude ? — ^Beyond 
Terrcftrial Thought's Horizon !— And on what 
IJigh Errands fent ?-^Here human Effort ends t 
And leaves me ftill a Stranger to His Throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my Road* 
Born in an Age^more Curious 'than Devout; 
More fond to fix the Place of Heav'n, or HeDy 
Than ftudious this to fhun, or thai fecure« 
'TIS not the curious, but the pious Path, 
That leads me to my Point: Lorenzo ! koow. 
Without or Star, or Jngel, for their Guide, 
Who worihip GOD, ihall fitd Him. Humbfe J^/, 

Andf 
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And not proud Rea/itt, keeps the Door of Heav'n } . 

Love finds AdmiBiony where proud Scienci fails. 

Man's Science is the Cultute of his Heart ; 

And not to loTe his Plumbet in the Depths 

Of NatMn, or the. more Profound of G O D. 

Either to know, is "ka Attempt that fets 

The Wifeil on a Le^el with the Pool. 

To fathom Nature (ill-attempted Hen !) 

Paft Doubt is deep Philofbphy Abonje ; 

Higher Degrees in Blifs Archangels take. 

As deeper learn'd ; the Deeptft, learning ftill*. 

For, what a Thunder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to fpeak I) is feen i^ All \ 

in Mtm / in Eartl>! In more amazing Skie$ I 

Teaching this Leilbn, Ptide is loth to leam^— 

^ Not deeply^ to Dijfeem, not muchxa Know, 

** Mankind was born to Wonder, and A^oi^e.'^ 

And is there Caufe for higher 2^»4iW- fHll, 
^an that which fbuck vs from onr paft Survey^^^ 
Yes ; and for deeper AdarMtentoo. 
From my late dkj Travd unconfin'd. 
Have I learn'd nothing ?*-Yes, Lorbmzo! This^ 
Each of theiie Stars is a Religious Honfe ; 
Irfaw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfe rif«^ 
And heard Ho/annas ting thro' ev'ry Sphere^ 
A Seminaiy fraught with future Gods. 
Nature all o'er is con/ecrated Ground, 
Teeming with Growths Immortal, and Divine; 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous Hand 
Leaves nothing waf^; but fows thefe fiery Fieldir 
With Seeds of Reafon^ which to Virtues rife 
Beneath lUs genial'Ray ; and, if efcap'd 
The peftilential Blafts of ftubbom WiUt 
When grown mature, are gathered for the Skies* 

And is Devotion thought too mach on Earth, 

When 
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Whea Beings, fo Superior, Homage hoajh^ 
And triumph in Proftrations to The Throne ? 
Bat wherefore more of Plaaets, or of Stars ? 
Ethereal Journeys, and, difcover'd there. 
Ten thoufand Worlds, Ten thoufand Ways derout,. 
All Nature fending Incenfe to The Throi^, 
Except the bold Lorenzo's of Our Sphere I 
Opening the folemn Sources of my Soul, 
Since I have pour'd, lilce feign'd Eridanvs, 
My flowing Numbers o'er the flaming Skies, 
Nor fee, of Fatuy^ or offaS, what more 
Invites the Mnfe— -Here turn we, and review 
Our paft Nodumal Landfcape wide :-~Then fay. 
Say, then, Lorenzo ! witli what Burfl of Heart, 
The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 
Muft Man exclaim, adoring, and aghail f 
** O what a Root ! O what a Branch is Here ! 
<* O what a Father I What a Family I 
« Worlds! Syitems! and Creations ! — And Creations,* 
*^ In one agglomerated Clnfter, hung, 
'< * Great VINE! On Tjiee, on Thee the Cloiler 
« The Filial Clufter 1 infinitely fpread [<< hznp ; 

<< In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught ;^ 
** And drinks (NedUrions Draught!) Immortal Life. 
« Or, ihall I fay (for ff^lw can (ay enough ?) 
<< A Conllellatbn of Ten thoaiand Gems, 
" (And, O! ofwhatDimenfion ! of what Weight !) 
^< Set in One Sigmt, flames on the Right-hand 
«* Of Majesty Divine ! The hlasuttg Seal^ 
** That deeply flamps, on all created Mind^ 
*< Indelible, His fov'reign Attributes, 
** Omnipotence, and Love! Tbatf pafling Bound: 
•' And^to, furpafling That. Nor ftop we ^r^ 
« ForWantof/><?wVin GOD, but r^w^.^/ in Man. 

« Ev*a 
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** Ev*n This acknowlcg'<l». leaves us ftill in Debt ; 

" li Greater aught. That Greater all is Thine» 

" Dread SIRE !— Accept this Miniature of Thee ; 

** And pardon an Attempt from Mortal Thought,. 

'< In which Archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd/' 

• How fuch Ideas of th' A L M I G H T Y's P<»wV, ^ 
And fuch Ideas of th* A L M I G H T Y's Plany 
(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the Thought 
Of feeble Mortals ! Nor of Tljem alone ! 
The Fulncfs of the D E I T Y breaks forth 
^ In lnconcei*uable^ to Men, and Gods. 
Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the Thought ; 
How lonv muil Man defcend, when Gods adore ! — 
Have I not, then, accomplilh'd my proud Boad ! 
Did I not. tell thee, ** * We would mount, Lorenzo ! 
** And idndle our Devotion at the Stars ?^* 

And ha^e I faiPJ? And did I fiitter the^i 
And art all Adamant ? And doft confute 
All urg*d, with One irrefragable Smile f 
LonENZO ! Minh how miferable Here! 
Swear by the Starts by H IM who made them» fweart 
Thy Heart, hencefbrth, ihall be as pure as Tb^ : 
Then Sr^9»> like ri6^«v, fhalt/r/Vf^; YxktTbem^ UtizXtrifi 
From l-iow to Lofty ; from Obfcure to Bright ; 
By due Gradation, Nature*^ facred Law. 
The Siarst from whence ? — Aik Chaos — He can telL 
Thefe bright Temptations to Idolatry, 
Fj;om Darkmfsy, and Confufiony took their Birth ; 
Sons of Deformity I From fluid Dregs 
Tartarean^ firil they rofe to MafTes rude ; 
And then, to Spheres opaque ; Thjen din^ ftione ; 
Then brighten'd ; Then blaz*d out in perfeii Day. 
Nature delights in Progrefs ; in Advance • 
From Worfe to Better : But, whea Minds afcend, 

<^ Page 243. 
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Progreft, in Part, depends upon Themfilves* 

Heav'n aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Greait $ 

The ^oltmiary Little lefTens more. 

O be a Man ! and thou (halt be a God! 

And Hal/ Silf-made f — Ambition how Divine ! 

O Thou, ambitious of Difgrace alone ! 
Still undevotft ? Unkindled ?— Tho' high-taugtt, 
SchooPd by the Skies ; and PupH of the Stars > 
Rank Coward to the Fajhi&nable World! 
Art thou aJbatiCd to bend thy Knee to Heaven ? 
Corft Fume of Pride, exhai'd from deepeft Helll 
Pride in Htligion is Man's higheft Praife. 
Bent on Deftru£^ion ! and in Love with Death 1 
Not all thefe Luminaries, quench'd at once. 
Were half fo fad, as One benighted Mind, 
Which gropes for Happinefs, and meets Defpair* 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the mglH^ 
Amid her glimm'ring Tapers, filent fits ! 
How forrowful, how defolate, fhfc weeps 
Perpetual Dews, and faddens Nature's Scene ! 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the darkened Soul, 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves one Spark alive. 

Tho*^ bHnd of Heart, ftill open is thine Eye : 
Why fuch Magnificence in all thou feeft I 
0£ Matter's Grandeur, know, One End is Thiv 

To tell the Rational who gazes on it 

« Tho' That immenfety Great, ftill Greater He, 
«.< WhofeBreaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge^ 
«« Unburden'd, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ; 
** Can grafp Creation with Vifaigk Thought ; 
** Creation grafp ^ and not exclude its S IR E " 
To tell him farther—— " It behoves him much 
^ To guard th* important, yet depending, Fate 
«' Of Betn», bnghter than a thoufand Suns : 
«< One fin^e Ray of Thought outfiunes them all.*' 
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And 'if Man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his pur{^e Wing,* 
His pnrple Wing bedrop'd withEjfes of GoM^ 
Rifing« where Thought is now denyM to rife, 
Look, down trkunpbant on thefe dazling Spheres* 

Why then perfift ?-*No Mortal ever lir'd 
Bttt, dyings he pronounc'd (when Words are tme I) 
The Whole that charms thee, abfolutely Vain ; 
Vain, and far worfe!— Think Thou, with dying Menf 
O condefcend to think as Angels think ! 
O tolerate a Chance for Happinefs ! 
Our Nature fuch, JU Choice enfures 111 Fate^ 
And Hell had been, tho' there had been no Gpd. 
Doft thou not know, my new Adronomer ! 
Earthy turning from the 5««, brings JNight to Man ^ 
MoHf turning from his God, brings endUfs Night ; 
Where Thou canft read no Mcredsy find no Friend',, ^ 
Amend no Mannersr and expe^ no Peace, 
How deep die Darknefs ! and the Groan, how loud f 
And far. Low far, from lambent are the Flames ! 
Such is LoREMzo's Purchafe ! fuch his Praiie I 
The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's Praife \ 
Tho^ in his Ear, and leveled at his Hearty 
I've hah* read o'er the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou had heard all This from mti 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks. 
What has fhe fpoken ? Thus the Goddefe fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever : — ** Place, at Nature's Head, 
** A Sovereign, which o'er alt Things rolls his Eye, 
** Extends his Wing, promulgates His Commands, 
'' But, above all, diffufes endlefs Good; 
** To whom, for fure Rcdrefs, the Wrong'd may fly ; 
«' The Vile, for Mercy ; and the Pain'd, for Peace ; 
*^ By whomy the various Tenants of thefe Spheres, 
<^ Diveriify'd in Fortunes, Place, and Powers, 

" Raia^ 
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•• Rais'd ia Enjoyment, as in Worth they rife, 

•• Arrive at length (if wortljy Aich Approach) 

*' At that bkft Foantain-Head» from which they fii«ain ; 

'« Where Conflidi paft redoubles prefent Joy ; 

^ And prefent Joy looks forward on Increafe ;. 

** And That, on more ; no Period ! cv'ry Step 

** A double Boon ! a Promt/e, and a Bli/s." 

How eafy fits /^/V Scheme on human Hearts ! 

It-^uits their Make ; it fooths their vaft Defires ; 

PaJJioti is pleas'd ; and Re^on afks no more ; 

^Tis Rational ! 'Tis Great !— But what is Thine f 

It darkens ! ihocks ! excruciates ! and confounds I 

Leaves us quite naked, both of Help and Hope, 

Sinking from Bad to WcM-fe ; few Years, the Sport* 

Oi Fortune \ then, the Morfel of De/pair. 

Say, then, LokSNzo ! (for thou know'il it well) 
What's Vicef — Merc Want of Compafs in our Thoughts 
Religion, what ?— The Proof of CommoH'Sen/e ; 
How art thou whooted, where xht Leaft prevails ! w 
Is it mj Fault, i{tbe/iTruihsx:gX\ dice FooU 
And thou ihalt never be mfcaWd by me. 
Can neither Sbanu, nor Terror^ (land thy Friend 7 
And art Thou ftill an Infea in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from Earth ; efcorted thee thro* all 
Th' Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a Grod^ 
Thro' Splendors of firil Magnitude, arrang'd 
On either Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet ^ 
Ciofe-cruis'd on the bright Paradife of God ; 
And almoU introduced thee to The Throne ! 
And art Thou ftili carouiing, for Delight, 
Rank Poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Fr0/i&, 
And then fubfiding into final Gallf 
To Beings of fublime, immortal Make, 
How ihocking is all Joy, whofe Endiz fare I 

Such 


The Consolation. 285 

3ach Joy more fhocking iHlI, the more it charms ! 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun ; 
And lofamous, as Short ? And doit Thou chufe 
(Tbouf to whofe Palate Ghrj u £0 fweet) 
To wade into Perdition^ thio' Contempt, 
Not of poor Bigots only, but thy o-uon ? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd Heart, 
And feen it blufli beneath a boaftful Brow ; . 
For> by ftrong Guilt's mod violent A/fault, 
Confcience is but difabkd, not deftrt^fd. 

O Thou moft Aweful Being ! and moft Vain ; 
Thy Will, how /rail / how glofious is thy Power ! 
Tho' dread Etbrnity has fown her Seeds 
Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy defpotic Breaft, 
Tho' Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice ; 
A Butterfly comes crofs, and Both are fled. 
Is This the Picture of a Rational ? 
This Horrid Image, fliall it be mod Jufl ? 
Lorenzo ! No : It cannot,—- ^^7/ not, be. 
If there is Force in Reafin ^ or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon^ 
A Magic, at this planetary Hour, 
When Slumber locks the .gen'rai Lip, and Dreq(ms 
Thro' fenfelefs Mazes hunt Souls un-inffir^d. 
Attend— The facred Myfleries begin-*— 
My folemn Nigbt-hom Adjuration hear ; 
Hear, and I'll raife thy Spirit from the Duft : 
While the Stars gaze on this Inchantment neiAi ; 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine i 

** 9? Silencej Death's peculiar Attribute ; 
^* H^^DarAne/sf Guilt's inevitable Doom ; 
** iB^DarkneJsf and by Silence, SiHers dread !. 
<< That draw the Curtain round Night's Ebon Throne, 
'< And raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene ! 
<' VS I^ I GHT, and all of Aweful, Night prefents . 

" To 
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** To fiouglft, or Sen/k (of Avvefd much, to Both, 

*' The Ooddefs brings) ! S^ Thefe her trembling fins^ 

** Like Vesta's, ever- burning; and, like htrs, 

** Sacred to Thoughts immacalate, and pure ! 

** Sp thefe bright Orators, that/r^i;^, andfrarje^ 

" And prefs thee to revere, the DEITY; 

*' Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever*d awhile, 

*« To reach Hh Throne ; as Stages of the Soul, 

«« Thro» which, at diiF'rent Periods, ihe fhall pafs, 

*< Refining gradual, for her final Height, 

** And purging off fome Drofs at ev'ry Sphere ! 

<' 9f this dark Pall thrown o*er the filent World ! 

<< V^ the World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moft renowa'd, 

" From fhort Ambition's Zenith fet for ever ; 

** Sad Prefage to vain Boaders, now in Bloom ! 

** 92 the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 

** From Adam downward to this Ev'ning Knell, 

** Which Midnight waves in Fdncyh ftartled Bye ; 

" And (hocks her with an hundred Centuries, [Thought* 

** Round DiatFt black Banner thronged, in human 

<' V^ Thoufands, now^ refigning their laft Breath, 

And calling Thee wert Thou fb wife to hear '- 

IBp Tombs o'er Tombs arifing ; human Earth 
Eje^ed, to make room for-*human Earth ; 
•* The Monarch's TVrrtfr / and the Sexton's fVvwft / 
«< IB2 pompous Obfequies, that (hun the Day, 
" The Torch funereal, andthe nodding Plume^ 
** Which makes poor Man's Humiliation pr6ud ; 
" Boaft of our Ruin / Triumph of our Du/ ! 
<< Vp the damp Vault that weeps o'er Royal Bones % 
** And the pale Lamp that (hews the ghaftly Dead, 
«< Mare ghaftly, thro' the thick incumbent Gloom I 
«« lyJtVifits (if there are) tom darker Scenes, 
« The gliding Spedlre ! and the groaning Grove ! 
*< 1^2 Groans, and Graves, and Mifcrics that groaa 

i« For 
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^< For the Grave's Shelter! 1b^ defponding Men, 
^* Se&felefs to Puns of Death, from Pangs of Guilt t 
^< iBp Gailt's laft Audit I Ubi^ yon Mom in Bloody 

The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars, 

And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's Knell! 
" IPg Second Choosy and Eternal Night"-^ 
Se wise— Nor let Philander blame my Charm i 
But own not ill-difcharg'd my double Debt^ 
Lo^e to the Living ; Dutj to the Dead. 

^or know, I'm bat Executor ; ^^ left 
T^his moral Legacy ; / make it o'er 
By his Command; Philander hear in me; 
And Heav'n in both. — ^If deaf to Thefe, Oh I hear * 
Florello's tender Voice; His Weal depends 
On Thy Refolve ; it trembles at Thy Choice ; 
For His Sake— love Thy/elf: Example flrikcs 
All human Hearts ; a bad Example more ; 
More (till a Father's ; That enfures his Ruin. 
As Parent of his Being, wouldft thou prove 
Th' unnatural Parent of his Miferies, 
And make him curfe the Being which thoa gav'ft ? 
Is this tlie^ Blefling of fo fond a Father ? 
If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare, Oh ! fpare, 
Florelllo's Father, and Philander's Friend; 
Florello's Father ruin'd, ruins him; 
And from Philander's Friend the World expe£ls 
A Condu£k, no Dilhonour to the Dead. 
Let Paffion do, what whUr Motive fliould ; 
Let L$<vef and Emulation^ rife in Aid 
To kiafin ; and perfuade thee to be — Bleft. 

This feems not a Requeft to be deny'd ; « 
Yet (fuch th' Infatuation of Mankind !) 
'Tis the moft Hopekfs^ Man can make to Man. 
Shall I, then, rife in Argument, and Warmth ? 
And urge Philander's poftlHuaous Advice, 

From 
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From Topics *yct unbroach'd ?— ^ 
Biit Oh ! I faint ! My Spirits fail !— Nor ilrange f 
So loDg on Wing, and in no middle Clime ; 
To which my Great Creator's Glory call'd : 
And caJls^^hut, now, in vain. . Sleef*& dewy Wand 
Has ilrok'd my drooping Lid$, and promifes 
My long Arrear of Reft ; the dtrMtv^ Gcd 
(Wont to return with our returning Peace) 
Will pajft ere long* and blefs me with Repofe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from the Peafant's Cot| 
The Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee ; with thee bring. 
Not hideous Vifions, as of late ; but Draughts 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, reft ; 
Man's rich Reftorative ; his balmy Bath, 
That fupples, lubricates^ and keeps in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machine, 
Which alks fuch frequent Periods of Repair. 
When tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day, 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding jDawn ; . 
Freih we fpin on, till Sickne/s clogs our Wheels, 
Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motiob end^. 
When will it end with Me f 


*** Th o w only know'A, 


•* Thou,^ whofe broad Eye the Future, and the Pafi^ 

* Joins to the Prefent ; making One of Three 

* TomortaiThought! Thou know'il, and Thou alone, 

* AU-knowing ! — All unknown ! — And yet Well-known I 

* Near, tho' Remote ! and, tho' Unfathom'd, Felt! 
« And tho' Invifible, for ever Seen I 

< And Seen in All f The Great, and the Mhmtii 

* Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 

« Each Flow'r, each Leaf, with its fmall People fivarmM, 
« (Thofe puny Vouchers of Omnipotbkcb ?) 

z "To 
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<* To the Firft Thought, thataflts, " Fr9m wbenar^^ 

" declare 
*^ Their common Source. Thou Fountain running o'ef 
** Id Rivers of communicated Joy \ 
'' Who gav^ft us Speech for far, far humbler Themes ! • 
'< Say, by what Name (hall I prefume to call 
** Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs Suns, 
*< As Af(2/^/ in the ^1^ ^ Illustrious Mind ! • 
'< The whole Creation, Lefs, far Lefs to Thee» 
*' Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 
•• How (hall I name Thee ? — How my labouring Soul 
** Heaves underneath the Thought, too big for Birth ! • 

" Great Syftem of Perfeftions ! Mighty Caufe . 
'* Of Caufes mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd ! Sole Root 
'* Of Nature^ that luxuriant Growth of G CD 1 
^« Firft Father of £^4f/ / that Progeny 
^* Of endlefs Series ; where the golden Chain't 
<* Laft Link admits a Period, Who can tell ? 
** Father of All that is or heard, or hears ! 
^* Father of All that is or feen, or {tesV 
<* Father of All that iV, oxjhall arife ! 
** Father of this immeafurable Mafs 
** Of Matter multiform ; or denft, or rare ; 
<f Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft ; 
*< Minute, or pafling Bound ! In each Extreme 
<< Of like Amaze, and Mydery, to Man. 
«< Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night ! 
** Of which the Leaft full Godhead had proclai'm'd, 
^' And thrown the Gazer on his Knee — Or, fay, 
** Is Appellation higher ftill. Thy Choice? 
♦* Father oiMatter\% Temporary Lords ! 
*« Father of Spirits ! Nobler Offspring ! Sparki 
** Of high Paternal Glory ; rich-endow'd 
'' With various Meafures, and wit}i various Modes 
'* Of InftinSti Rea/oftx Intuition 5 Beams 

O « More 
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*' Mow pale, or bright from D^ DMne, to break 

«« The Dark of Matter trgamsu'd (the Ware 

• Of all ertaied Spirit) ; fieam, that rife 

« Each over other in fuperior Light, 

■•* Till the lah ripen* into Luftre ftrong, 

<« Of next Approach to Godhead. Father fimd 

*' (Far fonder than<'er bow that Name on Earth) 

** Of iiaatatud^ax>%t\ "Swazt^il^ 

« With Pew'rs to pleafe Thm ; not of paffive Ply 

« To Law* they know not ; Brings lodg'd in Seat* 

-« Of well-adapted Joys, in. diF rent Dome. 

«« Of this Imperial Palace ftw thy Sons ; 

^« Of this piood, populous, well-policy'd, 

« Tho? boandlefs Habitttion. plannUl by Thm $ 

«« Whofe feveral Clans their feveral Climates fwt; 

•" And Trtofpoflrion, donbtlcft, wonld defeoy. 

« Or, Oh! indulge, Immortal Km c ! indulge 

«« A Title, lefs augnft indeed, but more 

« Endearing ; ah t how fweet in human ^ ! 

*• Sweet in our Ears, and triumph in our Hearts ! 

«« Faibo' ef Immortabty U Man ! 

<• A Theme that • lately fet my Soul on Fire. — 

« And Thou the Next! yet Equal! Thou, by whoa 

«« not Bleffing was «onvey'd ; far more ! was Bimgil i 

« Ineffable the P^ice ! By whom aU Worlds 

« Wew made ; and One. wdeem'd ! llluftnous Light 

•«♦ From Light lUuftrious! Thou, whofe Ajf*/ Power, 

«« Finit* in 7»*»«» but Infiiute in Space, 

** On mow than adamantine Bafis fix'd, 

« O'er mow, far mow, than Diadems, and Thrones, 

" Inviolably wigns ; the Drtad of Gods ! 

«• And Ohi the Friend of Man ! Beneath whofe Foot, 

« And by the Mandate of whofe aweftil Nod, 

<« All Regions, RewJotiwis, Fortunes, Fates* 

• Ni^ti the Sixth and Serenth. ^, q£ 




4i 


The Consolation, 291 

«' Of High, of Lonr, of Mind» and Matter, roll 
** Thro' the ihoit Chaoels of expiring Tim, 
** Or fliorelefs Ocean of Eternity, 
** Calm, or Tempeftoous (as Thy Spirit breathes), 
** In abfolute Sobjeaion !-*.And, O Thou 

The glorioas Third ! Diftinfl, not Separate ! 

Beaming from Both f with Both Incorporate ! 

And (ftrange to tell !) incoiporate wiUi Daft! 

By Condefcenfion, as Thy Glory, great, 
** En/hrin'd in Man ! Of hnmaa Hearts, if pore, 
'' Divine Inhabitant \ The Tie Divine 
^^ Of Heav'n with diftant Earth ! by whom, I trufi, 
** (If not infpir'd) nncenfur'd this AddrefsJ 

<' ToTHEE,tDTHSif— ToWhom?— MyfterionsPowert 
'< Reveal'd— yet anreveal'd ! Darknefs in Light ; 

Number in Unity ! Oar Joy ! Oar Dread ! 

The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin ! 
^ That animates all Right, the Triple Snn ! 
^' San of the Soul f her never-fetting Sun I 
** Triune, Unatterable» Unconceiv'd, 
^* Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, Great God! 
** Greater than Greateft ! Better than the Beft ! 
^« Kinder than KIndeft I with foft P/z/s Eye, 
^ Or (ftionger ftiU to fpeak it) vyith Thine O^mh, 
^* From Thy bright Home, from that high Firmament^ 
«< Where Thou, from all Eternity, haft dwelt; 
'' Beyond Archan^^s onaffifted ^en ; 
** From far above what Mortals Higheft call ; 
*^ From Elevation's Pinacle ; Look down, 
« Throttghr-*-What ? Confounding Intervsd ! Thro'Al^ 
*' And more, than laboring Fancy can conceive ; 
*^ Thro' radiant Ranks of EiTences unknown ; 
<* Thro' Hierarchies from Hierarchies detached 
** Round various Banners ofOMNiPOXENcs,, 
*^ With endledi Change of rapturous Duties fir'd ; 

O 2 " Thro* 
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** Thro* wcmd'roas Beings interpoiing Sivarms, 
All clud'ring at the Call, to dwell in Thee ; 
Thro^ this wide Waftc of Worlds ; this Fijia vaft, 
*' All fanded o'er with Suns ; Sans turn'd to Ni^h 
** Before Tfy fecbleft Beam — Look down-^down«^own# 
** On a poor breathing Particle in Daft, 
** Or, lower, — an Ifffmortal in his Crimes, 
•* His Crixpes forgive f Forgive his Virtues, too ! 
** Thofe fmsiler faults, Half-Converts to the' Right, 
*«^Nor let tnc dofc Thefe Eyes, which never more 
May fee the Sun •(tho' Night's defcending Scale 
* 'Now weighs up Morn), Unpity'd, and Uniileft! 

In Thy Difpleafure dwells Vernal Pain ; 
*< Pain, oar Averfion ; Pain, wh^h ftrikes mt no*u{\ 
«*^ And, £nce «H Pain is terrible to Man, 
" Tho' tranficnt, Terrible ; at Thy good Hoar, 
^* Gently, ah gently, lay me in my Bed, 
•' My Claj'iold Bed I by Nature, now, ib near; 
** By Nature, oear ; ftiil oearer by DifeafcJ 
Till Then, be This, an Emblem of my Grave :: 
Let it out-preach tlie Preacher ; Ev'ry Ifi^tA 
•• Let it out-cry the Boy at Phil-ip's Ear; 
•« That Tongue of Death t That Herald of the Tomb f 
«< And when (the Shelter of thy Wing implor'd) 
«< My Sen/es, footh'd, (hall fink in feft Repofe ; 
■< O fmk this Truth ftill deepeir in my Soulj 
** Suggefted by my Pillow, ^^^d by F^e, 
*-• Firi!, In Fate^s Volume, at the Page oi Man-^ 
•« Man^s fickly Soul, M turned and toff d far tver^ 
<f From Side to Side, can reft on nought bv$ ThE£> 
•• Here, in full Truft ; Hereafter, in full Joy ; 
'< On Thee, the promi&'d, fure, eternal Dowa 
•« Of Spirits, toii'd jn Travel thro' this Vale. 
•< Nor of that Pillow (hall my Soul defpond ; 
c« For— Love Almighty ! Love Almighty I (Sing, 

2 •* Exttlt» 
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* Exulty .Creation!) Love Almighty, reigns 1 

* That Death of Death ! That Cordial of Defpair t 
" And loud Eternity** triomphant Song ! 

" Of Whom, no more: — For, OThou Patron-God! 
** ThpuGtf^, and Mortahi .Thence more God to Man l 
** Man's Theme eternal 1 Man's eternal Theme ! 
** Thotj can'ft not 'fcape uninjured itom our Praifi* 
** Uninjur'd from our Praife can Hft elbape,^ 
** Who, difembofom'd from the Paths R^ bow*- 
** The Heav'n ofHeav'ns, to»kifs the diftant Earth! 

Breathes out in Agonies a finlefs Soul ! 

Againft the Cr^, DeatJ^s Iron Sceptre breaks ! 
** From famifh'd Ruin plucks her human Pxey ! 
<< Throws wide the Gates Celeftial to his Ftffi/ 
" Their Gratitude^ for fuch a boundlefs Debt» 
«* Deputes their Suffering Brothers to receive ! 
<^ And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails ; 
** As deeper Quilt prohibits our De/fair I 
'* Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rejoice J 
** And (to clofe all) omnipotently kind, 
•« ^ Takes His Delights among the Sons of Men.'^ [I^^av'n? 

Whs^t Words afreThcfe! — And did thjsy* come from 
And were they fpoke to Man ? To guilty Man ? 
What are all Myikries to Love like This ? 
The Song of Angels, all the Melodies 
Of Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken Heart, 
Tho* plung'd, before, in Horro/s dark as Night r 
Rich Prelibation of conjummate Joy I 
Nor wait we Diflblution to be bleft. 

This final Effort of the moral Mufe, - 
How juftly t Titled! Nor for me alone ; 
For all that read 5 what Spirit of Support, 
What Heights of Consolation, crown my Songl 
* Pr»v. Chap, yiii, ^ f The CMjohtiw. 

6 3 Then, 
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Then, farewel NIGHT ? Of Darknefs, now, no moie: 
Joy breaks ; fhines ; triumphs ; hU eternal Day. 
Shall that which rifes oat of Ntagktt C0inpIaia 
Of a few Evils, paid with endleft Joys f 
My Soul I hencefbrthy in fweeteft Union joift 
The Two Supports of Human Happine^, 
Which {ome, erroneous, think can n^ver meet^ 
True Tafte ofLife^ and conflant Thought of Death ; 
The Thought of Ekath, fole Viaor of its Drmd f 
Hope be thy Jo^ ; and Probity^ thy Skiil*, 
Thy Patron Hfi> whofe Diadem has dropp'd 
Yon Gems of Heaven ; Eternity ^ thy Prixe : 
And leave the Racers of fhe U^drld their Ow»» 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for endlefs Toils : 
They part with All for That which is mot Bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on Wealth, Fame, Power; 
And laugh to Scorn the Foois that aim at mort.j 
How muk a Spirit, late efcap^d ffom Earthy 
SuppoTe Philander*8, Lucia's, orNARcissA's, 
The 7ruth of Things new^lassing in its Ejre, 
Look back, afhmifb'd, on the Ways of Nfen, 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graven f 
And when Qur prefiat Privilege is paft,. 
To fcourge us with due Senfe of its Jhnji,. 
The fame Aftonilhment will feise us AIL 
What then moll pain as, would preferve us tmv% 
Lorenzo! 'tis not yet M>o late: LoatNzo! 
Seize WSiSom, ere 'tis Tohnenf to be Wife ; 
That is. Seize Wifdom^ ete fhe feizes Thee. 
For, what, my«fmall Philofbpher ! nHeli? 
'Tis nothing, but fan Knowlege oithe Truths 
When Truth, refilled long, is fwom oar Foe j 
And calls Etirnitt to do her Right. 

Thus, Darknefs aiding hitelleanal Light, 
And Sacred Ziknce whifp'ring Truths Divine, 
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And Truths DhuMi c^nfertitig ?k\A to Peace^ 

My Song the Midnight Raven has outwing'd. 

And fhoty ambitions of nnbonnded Scenes^ 

Beyond the flaming Limits of the Worid, 

Her gloomy Flight. But what avails the Flight 

Of Foficjf, when our Htarts remain below ? 

t^iftue abounds in l^lattereft, dnd Foes ; 

' Tis Pride, to praiie her; Penance, to perform. 

To more than Words, to more than Worth of Tongue^ 

LoRBNZO I rife, at this aitfykious Hour ; 

An Honr, when Heav'n's mod intimate with Man % 

When, like a falling Star, the Ray Divint 

Glides fwift into the Boibm of the Juji ; 

And Jttft are All, determn^d to reclaim ; 

Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach. 

AwaJ(e» then: Thy Phil Airnk a calls: Awake f- 

Them, Who (halt wak^y When the Creation fletps ^ 

When» like a Taper, all thefe Sons expire 1 

When Tiia, like Him 6f 6amt in his Wrad^^ 

Flocking Uit Pillars that fcipport the World, 

In Nature's ample Ruins lies ksiomb'd 1 

AndMinNiOBT, (/at^wi^ Midoqght ! rtigkis. 


'B.^Doftbe Night-Thaughts. 
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THRICE Happy yd long livM m Regal State^ 
Nor faw the Sumptuous Eaft a Prince fo Greats 
Whofe Worldly Stores in fuch Abundance flow'd, 
Whofe Heart with fuch exalted Virtue glow'd. 
At length Misfortunes take their Turn to rdigOt 
And Ills on Ills fucceed ; A dreadful Train t 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrongs 
The Sword wide-walling, the reproachful Tongue* 
And fpotted Plagues, that marked his Limbs all o*€f , 
So thick with Pains, they* wanted Room for more f 
A Change fo fad what Mortal Heart could bear f 
Exhaofled Woe had left him nought to fear ; 
But gave Him All to Grief. Low Earth He preft, 
Wept in the DQfl> and forely fmote his Breaft. 
His Friends around the deep Affliftion mourn'd. 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan return^ | 
In Anguifli of their Hearts their Mantles rent. 
And Sev'n long Days in folemn Silence fpent ; 
A Debt of Rcv're'nce to Diftrefs fo great ! 

Then 7oi contain'd no more ;- but curs'd his F^te. 
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His Day of Birth, its inanfpicioas Light, 
He wiihes^faok in Shades of endlefs Night, 
And blotted from the Year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inftant Death ; impatient for the Grave^ 
That Seat of Peace, that Maniion of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are no longer Foes ; 
Where Coonfellors are Holh'd, and Mighty Kings 
(O happy Turn !) no more are Wretched Things. 

His Words were daripg, and difpleas'd his Friends; 
His Conduct They reprove, and He defends ;,. 
And now They kindled into warm Debate^ « 
And Sentiments oppos'd with eqaal Heat ;« 
Fixt in Opinion, Both refafe to yields 
And fummon all their Reafon to the Field : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought. 
They reached the laft Extent of Human Thought : 
A Panfe enftt'd.-^When, lo ! Heav'n interpos'd» * 
And awefttlly the long Contention dos'd/ 
Full o'er their Heads, with terrible Sorpriaeey - 
A fudden Whirlwind blacken'd all the Skies : - 
(They Saw, and Trembled !) From-the-Darknefs broke 
A dreadful Voice, >and thos th' Almighty fpoke. 

Who gives his Tongue a Loofe fo bold and vain, < 
Cenfures my Condud, and reproves my Reign ? 
Lifts up His Tho^gbk^agaittft me from the Duft> - 
And tells theWorld's Creator what is- Juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntle&Eye» 
Face my Pemand, and- give it a Reply : 
Where didft Thoa dwell at Nature's early Birth ? ' 
Who laid Foundations for the^fpacious Earth t 
Who on its Surface did exteiid the-Line^ . 
Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine ? ' 
Who fix'd the Comer- Stone ? What Hand, declare,-* 
Jtiung it on Noughtj and faften'd it in Air $ . 

Os When 
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When the bright Mondflg Stars m Concert fang. 
When Heav'n's high Arch with load Hofmni's rang ; 
When (hooting Sons of God the Trium^ crownM, 
And the wide Concave thnndei'd «i4th the Soand ? 
Earth's nam'roas Kingdomtf haflThoo view'd them aB? 
And can thy Span of Kaowlegt grafp the Ball ? 
Who heav'd the Momitmft, which finbKmely flandsy 
And cafts its Shadow into ^ftant Lands Y 

Who» ftretchbg fbrlAi Ms Sceptre o*er the Deefp, 
Can that wild Werld in doe Subjeaion keep ? 
I broke the Gtobe, 1 ftoop'd it9 hollowM Side^ 
Apd did a Balbn fer the Floods provide ; 
I chain them with my Word i t£e boiling it% 
Work'd ap in Tcnpeftsi bears my giseat Deader 
•' That hxt diy floating Tfde ihall be cdnTeyM ; 
V And Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows ftay'd.^ 

Hail ThoQ explored die Sttneu of die Deep* 
Where, flint from Ufe, unnamber'd Ti«aAnrcs fie^ ;^ 
Where, down a Thouiukd Fathoms from the Day^^ 
Springs the great Fountaio, Mother of the Sea } 
Thole gloonly Paths did thy bold Foot a*er ti«a^ 
Whole Worlds of Waters mlling o'er thy Head i 

Haih the cleft Ceiar$ open'd wide tt> Thee ^ 
Death's iamoft Chamb^s dicM Thou ever iee^ 
£'er knock at his tremendous Gattf and wade 
To the black Portal thro' th' incumbent Sluuie ^ 
Deep are thofe Shades ; bat Shades ftill deeper Udr 
My Counfels from the Ken of human Pride. 

Where dweUs tl^e Light? In what lefalgent Dome ? 
And where has Darkmfs made her difmal Heme ? 
Thou know'ft, no doubt, fince thy large Heart is ftanght 
With ripen'd Wiidom thro' long Ages brought; 
Since Nature was call'd forth when Thou waft b/. 
And into Being rofe beneadi thine Bye 1 
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Ak«r ilf^ begociett r Who tktir Father knew ? 
From whom defoend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To biad the Sueam by Night, what Hand can boaft» 
Or whiten Moningy with the hoary Frofi f 
Whofe powerful Breathy from Northern Regions blown*. 
Touches the. Sea, and tnms it into Stone f 
A fudden Defart fpreads o'er Realms defac'd, , 
And lays oiie Half of the Creation wafte ? 

Thou know*ft Me not ; Thy BUndnefs cannot fee* 
How vail a KItnnee parts thy Qod from Thee. 
Canfl Thou in Wbirlnmnds mount aloft ? Canft ThOtt« 
In Cloths an4 Darknefs wrap thy aweful Brow ? 
And when Day triamplis in meridian Light, 
Put fordi thy Hand, iindfltade the World with Night ?- 

Who launched the Ckmds in Air,. and bid them rolls 
Sttfpended Seas akxft, froih Pole to Pole h 
Who can xefreAithe burning fandy Plain^ 
And quench the Summer wi^ a^Waile of Rasa f: 
Who in rough Defarts^ far from -Human Toil» 
Made Rocks bring forth, and Defolatioa fmile ? 
There blooms the Roie,. where human Face ne'er fhonc^ 
And (preadi its Beauties to the San alone. 

To check the Show'r, who lifts his hand on high»« 
And ihuts the Slnices^f th' exhaafted Sky ; 
When Earth no loiter monms her gaping Veins»^ 
Her naked Mountains, and her rdfet Plains ; 
Bujty new in Life» a chearful'Pro^eft yields. 
Of ihining Riivers, and ef Terdant Fields ; 
When Groves and^Forefts lavifii all their Bloom*. 
And Earth and.Heav'n ape fiU'd with rich Perfume.^ 

Haft Thou e'er fcai'd my wintry Skies, and feea^ 
Of Hail toid SnthvH my Northern Magazine ? 
Thefe the dread Treafures of mine Anger are. 
My Fund.of Vengeance for the Day of War^ 

0. d. WluBO^ 
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When Ckmds rain Death, and Scorms, at my C omm a u i l^ 
Rage thro' the World, or wafte a guilty Land. 

Who tinQght the rapid ff^inds to fly fo fail. 
Or ihakes the Centre with his Eaftern BM.? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Delag<rgOttr t 
Who flrikes thro' Nature with the folemivRoa^ 
Of dreadful T/mnder, points it where to fall;. « 
And in fierce- Lightning wraps the flying Ball ? 4 

Not he "Who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Soand, and in the Flaih expires. 

Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, 
And poured hb flaming Train o'er Half the Skies I 
Did Thy Refentment hang him out I Does He 
Glare on the Nations, and Denounce, from Thee I I 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
That guides the Stars along th' ethereal Plain ? 
Appoint their Seafons, and dire£t thek Courfe, 
Their Luflre brighten, and fupply their Force ? 
Canfl: Thou the Skies Benevolence retrain,. 
And caufe the Fl^ad$s to ihine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion iparkles from his Sphere, 
Tha^y the cold Seaibn,- and. unbind the Year T 
Bid Mazzaroth his dfcfliii'd. Station know. 
And teach the bright Ar&urus^ where to glow ? 
Mine is the Ifight^ witb all her Stars ; I pour 
Myriads, and Myriads I referve in Store. 

Dofl Thou pronounce where Day-light fliall be bori^ 
And draw the Purple Curtain of the Nfom &. 
Awake the Sun^ and bid him come away. 
And glad Thy World with his Obfequious Ray f 
Haft Thou, inthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n 
Triumphant round the fpacious Ring of Heav'n \ 
That Pomp of Light, what Hand fo far difplays, 
That diHant Earth lies balking in the Blaze ? 

WU 
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Who did the Soul with her rich Pow'rs inveft» 
Aad light up Reafon in the Human Breaft ? 
To fhine, with frefh Increafe of Laftre, Bright, 
When Stars and Sun are fet in endlefs Night ? 
To thefe my various QnefUons make Reply. 

Th' Almighty fpoke i and» fpeaking, fliook the Sky. . 
What then^ CbaUaan Sire, was thy Surprize I 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and downrcail Eyes t 
*< Once and again, which I in Groans deplore, 
** My Tongue has err'd ; but (hall prefume no moie* 
*^ My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 
** And all my Soul falls proilrate to the Ground/' 

He ceas'd : When, lo ! again th'^Almighty fpoke ; 
The fame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind brokev 

Can that Arm meafure with an Arm Divine ? 
And canft thou thunder with a Voice like Mine I 
Or in the Hollow of thy Hand contain 
'f he* Bulk of Waters, the wide-fpreading Main, ' 
When, mad with Tempells, all the Billows rife 
In all their Rage, and da(h the dillant Skies ? 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence array'd ; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r difplay'd i 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpaciotts Round of the Creation (hake; 
Difpatch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low. 
And crumble t{iem to Duft. When This is done, 
I grant thy Safety lodg'd in Thee alone ; 
Of Thee Thou art, and may'ft undaunted Hand 
Behind the Buckler of thine own Right Hand. 
Fond Man ! the Viiion of a Moment made I 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade ! 
What Worlds haft Thou produc'd, what Creatures fram'd^ 
What Infers cherifh'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 

. Whea 
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When, paaiM with Hsngery the wild Ravtm^s Bfood 
Calif upon God, importniitte for Food. 
Who hears their Cry^f/ho grants dieir hoarfe Reqneft^ 
And ftills the Clainonr of the craving Neft ? 

Who in the crael OjMch has fubdu^d 
A Pteencf t Care, and fond Inqnietude f 
While far flte flies, hea fcatter'd Eggs are foand,, 
Withoot an Owner,, on the Tandy GiDond i 
Caft oat on Portnne, they at Mercy Ik, 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky ;. 
Adopted by die Son, hi Blaze of Day,. 
They ripen under his pit^fic Ray. 
Vnaindfitl (he, that feme nahappy Tread 
May crnih her Young in their negle^d Bed; 
What Time flie Icimt along tite Field with Spee<^. 
She fcoms the Rider,, and purfuing Steed. 

How rich die Feacodf what bright Glories rua* 
Ffom Plume to Flume, and vary in the Sun ! 
He proudly fpreads> them to the golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day ;. 
With conscious State the ipacioas Round difplays,. 
And (lowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 

Who taught the HawJ^ to find, inSeafons wife,. 
Berpetual Summer, and aChange of Skies I 
When Clouds deform the Year, (he mounts the Wxndi> 
Shoots to die Soothe nor fears the Storm behind ; 
The Sun returning, (he returns agen. 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days to Men. 

Tho* ftrong the Hawk, tho' pradis'd well to fly> 
An Eagle drops her in a. lower Sky ; 
AskEaghs when, deferting Human Sight, 
She feeks the Sun in her unwearyM Flight* 
Kd thy Command her yellow Pinion fiifk 
So high in Air, and feat her on the Clift, 
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Where far abow thy W^ld Ihe dwells alone. 

And proudly makes the Strength of Rocks her ovun $, 

Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread Survey,. 

And with a GUmce predeftinates her Prey ? 

She feafts her Youfig with Blood, and, hor'riog &n 

Th' unilaaghter'd Hoft, enjoy« die /tmuVV Gore. 

KnoVft Thou how many Moons, hy Vffi ^ignM,. 
Roll o'er the Mountain Oo^, Mi4 Foreft J^/W, 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load ibftain f 
They bend in Anguifh, and call Ami^ their Paiii.. 
Hale are th«r Young, from Human Frailties, freed ;i 
Walk uiifeftttn'd, and unaffiiled feed ;: 
They live at once ; foriake the Dam's warn: Side; 
Take the wide World, wiA Nature fbf their Guide ^ 
Bound o'er tiie Lawn, 01; feek t§ke diftant Glaile ; 
And find a Home in each ddightfui Shade. 

Will the tall Rem^ which knows no Lord but Mi,. 
Low at the Crib, and. aik an Alms- of thee ? 
Submit his nmwom Should^ to the Yoke, 
Break the itifFClod, and o'er thy Farrow fiiioakF 
Since great his Sttiength, go truft him, void of Care$: 
Lay on his Nedc the Toil of all t3ie Year } 
Bid him bring home the Seafons-to thy Doors, 
Andxaft his Load among thy gather'd Stores. 

Didil Thou fixMn Service the WUd-Jfi difchai^c^ * , 
And break his Bonds^, and iHd him live at large, • 
Thro' the wide Wafte, hifr ample Manfion, noaai^. 
And loie himfelf in his Unbounded Home I 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed. 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains fpread$ 
As in pure Air aloft he bounds along. 
He fees in diftant Smoak the City Throng ; 
Confcious of Freedom, fcorns the faother'd Traitt, 
The threait'sdng Dsivery and the iorriie Rein. 

Survey 
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Sonrey the warlike i&f^/ didft TiuMiinveft^ 
With Thunder, his robuft diHended Cheft? 
No Senfeof Pear his daamlefs Soul allays ; 
*Ti8 dreadful to behold his Noftrils blasa; 
To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight* 
And triumphs in the Fnlneft of his Might i 
High^aia'd he fnuffs the Battle from a^u*. 
And bums to plunge amid the raging War ; 
And mocka at Death, and throws his Foam around,. 
And in a Storm of Fury fliakes the Ground. 
How does his firm, his rifing Heart, advance 
Full on the brandifli'd Sword, and (haken Lanee ; 
While his fix'd Eye-balls meet the daading Shield. 
Gaze, and return the Lightning of the Field! 
He finks the Senfe of Pain in gen*rous Pride, 
Nor feels the 3haft that trembles in his Side ; 
But neighs to the fhriU Trumpet's dreadful Blaft 
Till Death ; . and when he groans, he groans his kfi. 

But, fiercer ftill, the Lordly Lion Halks, 
Grimly majeftic in his lonely Walks ; 
When round he glares, all living Creatures fly ; -. 
He clears the Defart with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mor^l, does he roufe at thy Command, . 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Hand? 
Doft thou for him in Forefb bend thy Bow, . 
And to his gloomy Den the Morfcl thr^,- 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, ^ 
And, couch'd in dreadful Ambnib, pant for Blood j , 
Or, ilretch'd on bn^en Limbs, confume the Day^ 
In Darknefs. wrapt, and flnmber o'er their Prey } 
By the pale Moon they take their deftia'd Round, 
And laih their Sides, and forioua tear the Grdund«> 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, the Defart fill ;. 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous )aws diftil 
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With drimfon Foam ; and, when the Banquet's oVr» 
They ftride away^ andpaint their Steps with Gore ; 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truft» * 

And ihudders at the Talon in the Duft. 

Mild is my Behemoth f the' large his Frame ; 
Smooch is his Temper, and repreft his Flame^ 
While unprovok'd. Thi» Native of the Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts aihore for Food ; 
Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng. 
See, with what Strength his hardened Loins are bounds 
All over Proof, and (hut againft a Wound. 
How like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail ! 
Nor can his complicated Sinews fail. 
Built high and wide, his foiid Bones fnrpafs 
The Bars of Steel ; his Ribs are Ribs of Brafs ; , 
His Port majeftic, and his arn^ed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreft, and the Mountain, Law. 
The Mountains feed him ; there the Beafts admirt 
The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire : 
At length his Greatnefs nearer they furvey^ 
Graze in his Shadow, and hi» £ye obey. 
The Fens and Marfiies are his cool Retreat, 
His Noontide Shelter from the burning Heat ; 
Their fedgy Bofoms his wide Couch are made. 
And Groves of Willows give him all th^ir Shade. 
His Eye drinks Jordan up, when, iir'd with Droughe^ 
He trufls to turn its Current down his Throat ^^ 
In lefTen'd Waves it creeps along the Plain ; 
He finks a River, and He thirfts again* 

Go to the iVirZf, and, from its fruitful Side» 
Caft forth thy Line into the fwdling Tide : 
With flender Hair Leviathan command, 
And firetch V\% Vaftnefs on the loaded Strand. 
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Will he become Thy Servant ? WilLlie'Owir 
Thy Lordly Nod, aiid tremUe at Thy Frownif 
Or with his Sport amufe thy Icifiiie I>iy,. 
Andy boand in Silk» with thy (oft Maiden»pIay^ 

Shall pompous Banquets fwell with.foch a Ftia/tt 
And the Bowl journey voundi his ample Si2se f 
Or the debating Merchants fliare the Prey, 
And varioas Limbs to varions Marts convey ? 
Thro' his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win2 
What fsrceful Engine can fnbdiK his Skin ? 
FJy fw, and live ;; tempt nothit.Biafechiefs Might ;: 
The BraveA (blink to Cowards in. his Sight ; 
The Raflieft Are not xonfe him up : Who then. . 
Shall turn- on Me, among the Srnu of Men I 

Ami a Debtor? Haft thon ever heard 
Whence come the Gifts whidi are on Me totSen*d f 
My laviih Fruit a thoofand Valley»filla» 
And Mine the Hcrds^ that gsaze aiUionfand Hilb : 
Earthy Sea, and* Air^ AJl Hatore is my own ; 
And Stars and Sun are Duft beneath my Throne. 
And dar'fl Thou> with: die World's great Father vyv « 
Thouy who doft tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my large Le^iatkan fhall rife» 
Boaft all his Stvength^ and fpvead his wond*ft>as Site*. 
Who,, gceat ill Anns» e'er ftripp'd his ihtning Mailg 
Or crowned his Triumpk with a (ingle Scale? 
Whofe Heart fnftains him to draw near? Behold, 
DeftrudUon yawns ; hb fpacious Jaws unfold. 
And, nurihal'd round the wide Expanfe, di(clo(e 
Teeth edg'd with Death, and crouding Rows on Rows: 
What hideous Fangs on either Side arife ! 
And what a Aet^ Abyfs between them lies! 
Metb with thy Lance, and with thy Plombet found;. 
The One how long, the Other how profound, 
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His Bulk is chai^'d with f«ch a furious Soal, 
That Clouds of Smoke from his i^read Noflrils tM^ 
As firom a Furnace ; aad» when rons'd hxs Ire, 
Fate iiTues from his Jaws in Stirams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempefts* and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pkafe; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State ; 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfully complete;. i^' 

His Flakes of ioHd Fleih are flow to part; 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

When, late-awak'd, He rears him from the Floods 
And, ilretching forth his Sature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his fcaly He%ht, 
And ftrikes the diftant Hills with ttanfient light. 
Far round are fatal Damps of Terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear, nor blulh to own their Dread. 

Large is his Front; and, when his bumiih'd Eyes, 
lift their broad Lids, the Morning feems to ofe*. • 

In vain may Death in various Shapes invade. 
The fwift-wingM Arrow, the defcending Blade; 
His naked Bread their Impotence defies; 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion flies» 
Shut in Himfelf, the War without he hears, "^ 

Safe in the Tempefi of their rattling Spears ; 
The cumber'd Strand their wafted Vollies ilrow;. 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 

His Faftimes like a Caldr,on boil the Flood,. i 

And blacken Ocean with the rifing Mud j 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way;, 
His hoary Footfteps (hine along the Sea ;^ 
The Foam high- wrought, with White, divides the Green»« 
And diftant Sailors point where Death has been. 

His Like Earth bears not on her fpacions Face :. 
Alone in Nature ftands his dauntlefs Race,. 


3o8 A Paraphrase on^ 8rc^ 

For utter Ignorance of Pear renown'di 
In Wrath he rolls his balefol Eye around ;' , 
Makes ev'ry fwoln, difdainful Heart, fubfide^ 
And holds Dominion oVr the Sons of Pride. 

Then the Chaldean eas'd his lab'ring Breaft,- 
With full Convidion of his Crime oppreft. ' 

<' Thou canil accomplifh All Things, Lord of Mightf 
'< And ev'ry Thought is naked to thy Sight. 
'< But oh! Thy Ways aip wonderful, and lie 
** Beyond the deepeft Reach of mortal Eye. ' 
** Oft have I heard of thine Almighty PowV; 
** Bat never faw Thee till this dreadBtl Hour. 
** 0'erwhelm*d with Shame, the Lord of Life I (ee> 
^ Abhor myfelf, and give my Soul to Thee. 
^ Nor ihallmy Weaknefs'tempt Thine Anger mor« s. 
'^ Man. was not made to Qsfeffiioni. b»t Adorf.'* 
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NOT E S. 


IT is diip«tod aniptig the Critics wko was the Author 
of the Book of yo6. Some give it to Mo/es ; fome to 
Others. As I was engag'd in this little Performance, fome 
.Arguments occurred to me» which favour the former of 
thefe Opinions ; which Arguments I have flung into the 
following Notes, where little elfe is to be expedted. 

Page 296. Thrice Hapfy Job, Ac] The Almighty*!- 
Speech, Chap, xxxviii. Uc. which is what I paraphrafe 
in this little Work, is by much the fined Part of the no- 
bleU, and moft antient Poem in the WorU. Biihop 
Patrick fays, its Grandeur is. as much above all other 
Poetry,. as Thunder is louder than a WhHper. In order 
to fet this diftinguiih'd Part of the Poem in a fuller Light, 
snd give the Reader a clearer Conception of it, I have 
abridged the preceding and fnbfequent Parts of the Poem^ 
and join'd them to it; fo that this Piece is a Sort of aq 
Epitome of the whole Book of J9h. 

I ufe the Word Parapbrafi^ becaufe I want another 
which might better anfwec to the uncommon Liberties I 
have taken . I have omitted , added, and tranfpos'd . The 
Moutaai»f the Comet, the Ssm, and other Parts, are intirely 
added: The Peaceci, the Z./Mr, ice, i^re jnuch inlarg'd : 
And I have thrown the Whole into a Method more fuit- 
able to our Notions of Regularity. The Judicious, if 
they compare this Piece with the Original, will, I flatter 
^yfelf, find (he Reafons for the great Liberties I have 
i9du1|;'d myfelf ia dthrough the Whole. 

J*on£ittus 
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LMginus has a Chapter on Interrogations, which fhews 
•that they contribute much to the Sublime. 'This Speech 
of the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation feems 
indeed the proper Style of Majefty incens'd. It differs 
from odier manner of Reproof, as bidding a Perfon exe- 
cute himfelf, does from a common Execution; for he 
that aiks the Guilty a proper Qneflion, makes him, ia 
'^Sefty pais Sentence on himielf. 

Page zgy, '•^^^Frmt the Dsrbt^s iroke 
A dnadfid V^ce^ tuui thus tV Jlmiginy /foki.l 
The Book of ^i^ is well known to be Dramatic, and, like 
the Tragedies of old Gruetj is Fidion built oH Truth. 
Probably dus moft noUe Part of it, the Almighty fpeak* 
ing out of the Whirlwind (fo fuitaUe to the After-pra£Uce 
of the Greek Stage, when there happened Digmu Findice 
Nodus)^ is fi£titious ; but it is a Fidion more agreeable to 
the Time in which Joh lived, than ^o any £nce. Fre- 
quent, before the Law, were the Appearances of the Al- 
mighty after this manner. Exodus ch. xix. Ezehiei^ch. i« 
{5fr. Hence is He iaid to dwell im Mck Darkne/s : And 
hewe^ his IFi^ in the Whirlwind. 

PageapS* T,hu$ fitf th^Jhnting Tide, 3a:.} There is a 
very groat Atr ia all that precedes; but this is fignally 
Svblimie. ' Wc am ftruck with Admiration to be the vaft 
and ungovernable Ocean reeeiving Commands, and punc- 
tually obeying them; to find it like a manag'd Horfe« 
raging, toffing, and foaming, but by the Rule and Di- 
region of its Matter. This Paflage yields in Sublimity 
to that of Let there he Lights &c« fo muchonly, aa the 
abfolute Government of feature yields to the Creation 
of it. 

. The like Spirit in thefe two PafTages is no bad concur- 
rent Argument, that Mo/es is Author of the Book of J^. 

Page 302. When, pained with Hunger ^ the wild Raiva^s 
Breeds 5cc.] Another Argument that Mejet was the Au- 
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thor, hf that moft of the Creatures here mestioiiM are 
Egyptian. The Rcafon given why the R^ven is particu- 
larly mentioned as an Objed of the Care of Providence, 
isy becaufe, by her clamorous and importunate Voice, ihe 
particirfarly feems always calling upon it; thence Kopdo'aif 
d no fait is to aik earneftly» jEHoh, 1. ii. c. 48. And 
fince there were Ravens on the Banks of the Nib more 
clamorous than the reft of that Species, Thoie probablf 
are mea»t in this Place* 

Page 302. irif0 $k tbt cruel Oftrich has fnbiffd^ &c.] 
There ar^ many 1 nftances of this Bird's Stupidity ; let twa 

fiiffice« 

Jirftt It covers -its Head in the Reeds, and thinks it* 
ielf all out of Sight. 

■ ^ tat lumtHi ckmfi 

Ridinium re*ooluia tafiut ; credii^ug Ui€n% 

^tue uom if/a vid^^-^^ CUttd. 

SecMdfyf They that p> in Purfuit of them, draw th<r 
Skin of an Oftrich's Neck on one Hand^ which proves % 
fufficieat Lure to tak^ them with the other. 

They have fo little Brain, diat Heliegabalus had fix 
hundred {ieadis fi>r his Supper. 

Here we may obferve, that our Judicious as well ai 
Sublime Author, joft touches the great Points of DiAin« 
^on in each Creature, and then haftens to another. A 
Pefcripdon is exaA_when yon cannot addf but what is 
common to another Thing; nor tmihdrawf bat fomething 
peculiarly belonging to the Thing defcrib'd, A Lihmfi 
is loft in too much Defcription, as a Meanimg often in 
too much Illi|ftration. ' 

Ibid. JTAat Timjbejkim alwg the Field, &c.] Here is 
mark'd another Peadiar Quality of this Creature, which 
jieither flies, nor runs diftin^y, but has a Motion com* 
pos'd of both, imd, ufing its Wings as Sails, makes great 
Speed. 

Fa/lm 


,♦ 
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Vdfta velmi Lihja nfenantum vocibus ales 

Cum fremiturf calidas curfu tranfmittit arenas ^ 

Imque modum *veU finuatis flamini fennis 

Fukferulenta nfola t Claud, in Eatr. 

page 302. She /corns the Rideri andpurfuing ^teedJ^ XesHh' 
fbon fays, Cyrns had Horfes that could overtake the Goat» 
and theWild-afs ; but none that could reach this Creature. 
A thoufand golden Ducats, or a hundred Camels, was the 
fiated Price of a Horfe that could equal their Speed. 

Ibid. Hew rich the Peacock f &c.] Though this Bird it 
but juft mention'd in my Author, I could not forbear go* 
ing a little farther, and (preading thofe beautiful Piumes 
(which are There ihut up) into half a dozen Lines. The 
Circumftance I have marked of his opening his Plumes 
to the Sun is true. Expandit colores ad*v8rfo maxime fole$ 
quia Jk fulgentius radiant. Plin. 1. x. c. 20. 

Ibid. Tbo* ftrong the Hawky tbo^ pra&is^d well to fij.'\ 
Thuanus (de Re Accip*) mentions a Hawk that fiew fn>m 
faris to London in a Night* , 

And the Egyptians^ in regard to its Swiftnefs* made it 
their Symbol for the Wind ; for which Reafon we may 
fuppofe the Hawk, as well as the Crow above^ to have 
been a Bird of Note in Egypt. 

Page 303. Thence ivide o^er Nature takes her dread Sur-- 
'ueyt &c.] The Eagle is faid to be of fo acute a Sight, 
that when (he is fo high in Air, that Man cannot fee her, 
(he can difcern the fmalleft Fiih ander Water. My Aih* 
thor accurately underflood the Nature of the Creatures 
he defcribes, and feems to have been a Naturaliil as well 
as a Poet, which the next Note will confirm. 

Ibid. Know^fl thou hoiu many Moonst by Me ajpgtid^ 
&c.] The Meaning of this Queflion is, Know'ii thou the 
Time €uid Circumftances of their bringing forth ? for to 
know the Time onlyVas eafy, and h^d nothing extraor- 
dinary in it J but the Circumllanccs had fomething pecu- 
liarly 
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Harly expreffivc of God's Providence, which makes the 
Queftion proper in this Place. Pliny obferres, that th& 
Hind with Young is by InlHnf^ dire€led to a certain Herbt, 
called Se/elis^ which facilitates the Birth. Thunder aHci 
(which looks like the more immediate Hand of Provi-^ 
dence) has the fame EfFed, Pf. xxix. In fo early an Age to 
obferve thefe things may ftile oar Author a Naturaliii. 

Page 304. Sur'vey the Warlike Horfi^ &c.] TheDefcrip- 
tion of the Horfe is the moft celebrated of any in the 
Poem. There is an excellent Critique on it in the Guar^^ 
Hans. I (hall therefore only obferve, that, in this De*- 
fcription, as in other Parts of this Speech, our Vulgar 
Tranjlation has much more Spirit than the Septuagint ; it 
always takes the Original in the moil poetical and exalted 
Senfe, fo that mod Commentators, even on the Hebrein 
itfelf, fall beneath it. 

• Page 304. By the pale Moon they take their defiin^d 
Roundy Scc,\ Purfuing their Prey by Night is true of moH 
wild Beafts, particularly the Lion, Pf. civ. <i;. 20. The 
jirahians have Ojie among their 500 Names for the Liofi, 
which iignifies the Hunter by Moonjhine* 
■- Page 30{. He finks a River 9 and he thirfls again^ &c.} 
Cepbifi glaciale caput , quo fuetus anhelam 
Fcrre fiiim Python^ amnemque ainrtere ponio. ^ 

Stat. Theb. v. 349; 
^i Jpiris tegeret numtes^ hauriret hiatu 
Flumina^ &c. Claud. Praef. in Ruh 

Let not then this Hyperbole feem too much for an 
Eaitem Poet, tho' fome Commentator-s of Name drain 
hard in this Place for a new Conftra^on, through Fear 
ofit. . 

Ibid. Go to /^#NiIe, and from its fruitful Side^ &c.] 
The taking the Crocodile is moft difficult. Diodorus fays 
they are not to be taken but by Iron Nets. When Auguftus 
coR^uer'd Bgyptt he ttracka Medal, the Imprefs of which 

. P - was 
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was a Crocodile chained to a Palm-Tree, with thk In- 
icriptioii. Nime antta religavit. 

Fage 306. Hk Rajhift dare not rom/e him up^ &c.] Tliia 
alliides to a Cuftom of this Creature, which is, when fatad 
with FiQit to come afhore, and ileep among the Reeds, 

Ibid. BtboU^ 

DiftruSioM yawnst his /pacious Jmus unfold^ &c.] The 
Crocodile's* Mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
fays Pliny y Fit totum Oi. Martial (ays to his okL Wa<> 
snan. 

Cum comparata riSibus tuit era 
. Niliacus hahet crocodilsu angufia* 
So that the Ezprefllon here is barely jnft. 

Page 307. Fail iffkes from his Javis in Streams efFire.} 
This too is nearer Truth than At£t& yiew may be ima« 
gined. The Crocodile, fty tthe Naturalifts, lying long 
vnder Water, and being there forced to hold its Breath, 
when it emerges, the Jreath long repreft is hot, and 
burfts out fo violently, ibat is refembles Fire and Smoke. 
The Horfe fupprefles not his Breath by any Means fy 
Jong, neither is he fo fierce and animated ; yet the moft 
correA of Poets jrentures to ufe the £une Metafrfior con- 
cerning him. 

ColU^umqui premens WtV/ fub naribm ignem. 
Ipy this and the foregoing Note I would caution againft 
a falfe Opinion of the Eaftern BoUnefs* from Paflkges in 
them ill undertook. 

Ibid, harge is Us FnVttt ; atufp nvhek bis burmfs^dEyes^ 
Ire. ] His Eyee are like the Eyelids of the Morning. I 
think this gives us as great an Image of the Thing it 
would exprefs, as can enter the Thought of Man. It is 
not improbable, that the Egyptians dole their Hierogly- 
phic for the Morning, which is the Crocodile's Eye, from 
this PaiTage, though no Commentator I have feen men- 
tions it. It is eafy to cpACCSve how th« Egyptiam ihoiild 
. ^* • " • '. be 
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be both Readers and Admirers of the Writings of Mo/et,- 
whom I foppofe the Author of this Poem. 

I have obfcrved already, that three or four of the 
Creatures here dcfcribed are Egyptian ; the two laft arc 
notorioufly fo;. they are the River^horfe and the Crocp- 
dile, thofe celebrated* Ihhabitants of the Nile', and on- 

* 

thofe two it is that oar Author chiefly dwells. It would 
have been expeded from an Author^more remote fron»^ 
that Ri\rer than lilo/es, in a Catalogue of Creatures pro-- 
duc'd to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the 
Two largeft Works of^hi^Hand, *vi%* the Elephant ^nd 
the Whale : This is fo natural an Expeflation, that feme 
Commentators have rendered^ i^^^^^Mo/^ and Le'viathan,- 
the Elephant and Whale, tho' the Defcriptions in our Au- 
thor will not admit of it ; h^tMofes being (as we may well ' 
fiippofe) under an immediate Terror of the Hippotamos 
and Crocodile frond their daily Mifchiefs and Ravages 
around him, it is very accountable why he (hould permit 
them to ta^ place.' 
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